The Black Dervish of Armenian Futurism by Russell, James R.
 
The Black Dervish of Armenian Futurism
 
 
(Article begins on next page)
The Harvard community has made this article openly available.
Please share how this access benefits you. Your story matters.
Citation Russell, James R. Forthcoming. "The Black Dervish of Armenian
Futurism." Journal of Armenian Studies.
Accessed February 19, 2015 4:04:11 PM EST
Citable Link http://nrs.harvard.edu/urn-3:HUL.InstRepos:12172183
Terms of Use This article was downloaded from Harvard University's DASH
repository, and is made available under the terms and conditions
applicable to Open Access Policy Articles, as set forth at
http://nrs.harvard.edu/urn-3:HUL.InstRepos:dash.current.terms-of-
use#OAP	 ﾠ 1	 ﾠ
THE	 ﾠBLACK	 ﾠDERVISH	 ﾠOF	 ﾠARMENIAN	 ﾠFUTURISM.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
By	 ﾠJames	 ﾠR.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ
Harvard	 ﾠUniversity.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ There	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠsaying	 ﾠthat	 ﾠone	 ﾠmust	 ﾠturn	 ﾠa	 ﾠlibrary	 ﾠinside	 ﾠout	 ﾠto	 ﾠwrite	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
single	 ﾠbook.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠmight	 ﾠadapt	 ﾠan	 ﾠEnglish	 ﾠadage,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthis	 ﾠjust	 ﾠreflection	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
process	 ﾠof	 ﾠscholarship:	 ﾠNo	 ﾠwork	 ﾠof	 ﾠresearch	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠisland.	 ﾠ(And	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠlibrary	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
worth	 ﾠturning	 ﾠinside	 ﾠout	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠa	 ﾠlibrarian	 ﾠto	 ﾠhelp.)	 ﾠI	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠaware	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwork	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠstudied	 ﾠhere	 ﾠtill	 ﾠMichael	 ﾠGrossman,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcataloguer	 ﾠof	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠbooks,	 ﾠshowed	 ﾠme	 ﾠa	 ﾠreprint	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvolume	 ﾠdedicated	 ﾠto	 ﾠSofia	 ﾠMel’nikova	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠin	 ﾠit.	 ﾠShortly	 ﾠthereafter,	 ﾠMarc	 ﾠMamigonian	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
National	 ﾠAssociation	 ﾠfor	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠand	 ﾠResearch	 ﾠunearthed	 ﾠcopies	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
poet’s	 ﾠmanifesto	 ﾠand	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠnovels	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠbound	 ﾠwith	 ﾠother	 ﾠpamphlets	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
era	 ﾠin	 ﾠhardcover	 ﾠmiscellanies	 ﾠdonated	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNAASR	 ﾠlibrary	 ﾠin	 ﾠBelmont,	 ﾠMA.1	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠ
another	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠmentioned	 ﾠKrikor	 ﾠBeledian’s	 ﾠsuperb	 ﾠwork	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠme	 ﾠaround	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠtime.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠhas	 ﾠproven	 ﾠvery	 ﾠuseful	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠstudy,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠmy	 ﾠ
approach	 ﾠand	 ﾠmethod	 ﾠare	 ﾠquite	 ﾠdifferent.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠhad	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpleasure	 ﾠto	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠfruits	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠwork	 ﾠon	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
lecture	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠprogram	 ﾠat	 ﾠCalifornia	 ﾠState	 ﾠUniversity,	 ﾠFresno,	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
20	 ﾠMarch	 ﾠ2014,	 ﾠby	 ﾠinvitation	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠdirectors,	 ﾠProfs.	 ﾠBarlow	 ﾠDer	 ﾠMugrdechian	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Sergio	 ﾠLa	 ﾠPorta.	 ﾠI	 ﾠam	 ﾠgrateful	 ﾠto	 ﾠthem	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠfor	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠwonderful	 ﾠand	 ﾠstimulating	 ﾠ
company,	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠmy	 ﾠhost	 ﾠin	 ﾠFresno,	 ﾠLarry	 ﾠBalakian,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠhospitality	 ﾠis	 ﾠas	 ﾠwarm	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsun	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCentral	 ﾠValley	 ﾠin	 ﾠspring,	 ﾠand	 ﾠas	 ﾠabundant	 ﾠas	 ﾠits	 ﾠoranges	 ﾠand	 ﾠgrapes.	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠculture	 ﾠand	 ﾠlife	 ﾠthrive	 ﾠin	 ﾠFresno	 ﾠas	 ﾠin	 ﾠfew	 ﾠother	 ﾠplaces	 ﾠleft	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplanet;	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
1	 ﾠTwo	 ﾠnovels	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠmanifesto	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwere	 ﾠfound	 ﾠin	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠhardbound	 ﾠmiscellanies	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
pamphlets	 ﾠand	 ﾠsoft-ﾭ‐cover	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpublications,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcollection	 ﾠof	 ﾠHarry	 ﾠand	 ﾠAraxie	 ﾠKolligian,	 ﾠ
donated	 ﾠto	 ﾠNAASR	 ﾠin	 ﾠ2001.	 ﾠI	 ﾠlist	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontents	 ﾠof	 ﾠeach,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthey	 ﾠmay	 ﾠafford	 ﾠa	 ﾠglimpse	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreading	 ﾠ
habits	 ﾠof	 ﾠeducated	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmid-ﾭ‐20th	 ﾠcentury.	 ﾠContents	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠvolume:	 ﾠ1.	 ﾠ
Hatǝntir	 ﾠǝnt‘erc‘uack‘	 ﾠazgayin	 ﾠew	 ﾠōtar	 ﾠmatenagirnerē	 ﾠk‘ałuac	 ﾠǝntaneac‘	 ﾠew	 ﾠdproc‘ac‘	 ﾠhamar	 ﾠ(“Select	 ﾠ
readings	 ﾠexcerpted	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠnational	 ﾠ[i.e.,	 ﾠArmenian]	 ﾠand	 ﾠforeign	 ﾠwriters,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠfamilies	 ﾠand	 ﾠschools”),	 ﾠ
author	 ﾠgiven	 ﾠas	 ﾠMšak	 ﾠ(“Cultivator”),	 ﾠConstantinople:	 ﾠAramean	 ﾠtpagrut‘iwn	 ﾠ[Aramean	 ﾠprinters],	 ﾠ1880;	 ﾠ
2.	 ﾠE(łia)	 ﾠTēmirčipašean	 ﾠ(Yeghia	 ﾠDemirjibashian),	 ﾠNor	 ﾠkeank‘,	 ﾠA:	 ﾠAzgayin	 ﾠlezu	 ﾠ[“New	 ﾠLife,	 ﾠPart	 ﾠ1:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
National	 ﾠLanguage”],	 ﾠA.M.	 ﾠAščean	 ﾠew	 ﾠǝnker.	 ﾠ[A.M.	 ﾠAshjian	 ﾠ&	 ﾠCo.],	 ﾠ1879;	 ﾠ3.	 ﾠKara-ﾭ‐Darwiš,	 ﾠInč‘	 ﾠē	 ﾠ
Fut‘urizmǝ?	 ﾠ[“What	 ﾠis	 ﾠFuturism?”],	 ﾠT‘ifliz,	 ﾠTparan	 ﾠ“Ēpōxa”,	 ﾠMuzeyski	 ﾠperēul.	 ﾠNo.	 ﾠ3	 ﾠ[Tiflis,	 ﾠ“Epoch”	 ﾠ
publishers,	 ﾠMuseum	 ﾠlane	 ﾠno.	 ﾠ3],	 ﾠ1914,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstamp	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠZardarean	 ﾠgratun	 ﾠ[“Librairie	 ﾠZartarian”],	 ﾠ
Tchakmakdjilar,	 ﾠConstantinople	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠplate	 ﾠappended	 ﾠto	 ﾠthis	 ﾠstudy);	 ﾠ4.	 ﾠKara-ﾭ‐Darwiš,	 ﾠKeank‘i	 ﾠǰut‘akǝ	 ﾠ
[“The	 ﾠViolin	 ﾠof	 ﾠLife”],	 ﾠTp.	 ﾠ“Slōvō”,	 ﾠGimnazič‘eskayea,	 ﾠNo.	 ﾠ1,	 ﾠT‘ifliz	 ﾠ[“The	 ﾠWord”	 ﾠpublishers,	 ﾠGymnasium	 ﾠ
St.,	 ﾠno.	 ﾠ1,	 ﾠTiflis],	 ﾠ1917;	 ﾠ5.	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠTēr-ﾭ‐Awetik‘ean,	 ﾠPatmuack‘ner	 ﾠ[“Stories”],	 ﾠKovkasi	 ﾠHayoc‘	 ﾠHratarakč‘akan	 ﾠ
Ǝnkerut‘iwn	 ﾠ[Publication	 ﾠSociety	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasus],	 ﾠNo.	 ﾠ6,	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠTparan	 ﾠ“Hermēs”	 ﾠ
[“Hermes”	 ﾠpublishers],	 ﾠ1912.	 ﾠContents	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsecond	 ﾠvolume:	 ﾠ1.	 ﾠĒ.	 ﾠVōynič‘,	 ﾠBoṙ,	 ﾠvēp	 ﾠeresnakan	 ﾠt‘weri	 ﾠ
italakan	 ﾠyełap‘oxut‘ean	 ﾠōreric‘,	 ﾠt‘rgm.	 ﾠLewon	 ﾠŠant‘,	 ﾠAnglierēn	 ﾠbnagirǝ	 ﾠaṙaǰin	 ﾠangam	 ﾠtpwac	 ﾠē	 ﾠ1897	 ﾠt‘win	 ﾠ
Londonum,	 ﾠT‘iflis,	 ﾠĒlek‘trašarž	 ﾠtparan	 ﾠ“Hermēs”	 ﾠǝnker.,	 ﾠMadat‘ean	 ﾠp‘ołoc‘	 ﾠ15,	 ﾠ1906	 ﾠ[“Bor,	 ﾠa	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠdays	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠrevolution	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ[18]30s;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoriginal	 ﾠEnglish	 ﾠtext	 ﾠwas	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
London,	 ﾠ1897,”	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠHermes	 ﾠCo.	 ﾠelectric	 ﾠpress,	 ﾠ15	 ﾠMadatian	 ﾠSt.,	 ﾠ1906];	 ﾠ2.	 ﾠKara-ﾭ‐Darwiš,	 ﾠErwand	 ﾠGōš,	 ﾠ
T‘iflis	 ﾠ1911,	 ﾠTparan	 ﾠŠapsōni	 ﾠ[Shapson	 ﾠPress].	 ﾠThe	 ﾠback	 ﾠcover	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠadvertises	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠworks	 ﾠ
translated	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠto	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠby	 ﾠAkop	 ﾠGendzhian	 ﾠand	 ﾠavailable	 ﾠfor	 ﾠsale.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 2	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠone	 ﾠworks	 ﾠunder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspell	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠlabors	 ﾠof	 ﾠfriends	 ﾠmet	 ﾠand	 ﾠmade	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Fresno:	 ﾠAris	 ﾠJanigian’s	 ﾠsuper-ﾭ‐contemporary	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠThis	 ﾠAngelic	 ﾠLand,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠexplores	 ﾠ
every	 ﾠfacet	 ﾠof	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠin	 ﾠAmerica’s	 ﾠagonizing	 ﾠand	 ﾠmultifaceted	 ﾠjewel,	 ﾠLos	 ﾠ
Angeles,	 ﾠand	 ﾠJim	 ﾠKaragozian’s	 ﾠelegant,	 ﾠdelicate	 ﾠartistry	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠclassical	 ﾠkanun.	 ﾠI	 ﾠlove	 ﾠ
you	 ﾠguys.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Samuel	 ﾠTaylor	 ﾠColeridge	 ﾠwrote,	 ﾠas	 ﾠwe	 ﾠcan	 ﾠtell	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmanuscript,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
complete	 ﾠand	 ﾠfully	 ﾠformed	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠKubla	 ﾠKhan.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠhe	 ﾠclaimed	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠ
prologue	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoem,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠcapturing	 ﾠon	 ﾠpaper	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfast	 ﾠfading	 ﾠ
memory	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠdream	 ﾠvision,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠinterrupted	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠwork	 ﾠon	 ﾠit	 ﾠand	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠlonger.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠunexpected	 ﾠvisit	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠtradesman	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnearby	 ﾠ
town	 ﾠof	 ﾠPorlock	 ﾠinterrupted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmagic	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠforgot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrest	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
intended	 ﾠto	 ﾠdescribe.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠman	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠPorlock	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠa	 ﾠmetaphorical	 ﾠfigure,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
coitus	 ﾠinterruptus	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠprocess;	 ﾠStevie	 ﾠSmith	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwonders	 ﾠ
playfully	 ﾠabout	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠPerhaps	 ﾠColeridge	 ﾠwas	 ﾠinducing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠherself	 ﾠto	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
keen	 ﾠdelicacy	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠvanishing	 ﾠreverie,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoignancy	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠloss.	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠculture	 ﾠhas	 ﾠ
endured	 ﾠmillennially	 ﾠin	 ﾠspite	 ﾠof	 ﾠloss:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfall	 ﾠand	 ﾠdesolation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠof	 ﾠAni,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
collapse	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCilician	 ﾠkingdom.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsuddenness	 ﾠof	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠcatastrophes	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠdire	 ﾠman	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠPorlock	 ﾠfor	 ﾠreal.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠcalamities	 ﾠleave	 ﾠone	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsense,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
only	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠloss	 ﾠof	 ﾠmonuments	 ﾠof	 ﾠculture	 ﾠbrought	 ﾠto	 ﾠcompletion	 ﾠand	 ﾠperfection,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠinterruption—	 ﾠof	 ﾠcreation	 ﾠcut	 ﾠoff	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmidst	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠact,	 ﾠleaving	 ﾠone	 ﾠto	 ﾠwonder	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠthe	 ﾠripened	 ﾠfruit	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠendeavor	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeve	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFirst	 ﾠ
World	 ﾠWar,	 ﾠDaniel	 ﾠVaruzhan	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠassociates	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠboard	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmagazine	 ﾠ
Mehean	 ﾠintended	 ﾠto	 ﾠre-ﾭ‐infuse	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠabundant	 ﾠlexical	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
idiom	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnumerous	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠdialects	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnative	 ﾠAnatolian	 ﾠhighlands	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
been	 ﾠobscured	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstrictly	 ﾠcontrolled	 ﾠrules	 ﾠand	 ﾠlexicon	 ﾠof	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
(grabar)	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠone	 ﾠhand	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnormative,	 ﾠstandardized	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠurban	 ﾠcenters	 ﾠ(ašxarhabar)	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother.	 ﾠ(There	 ﾠwas	 ﾠalso,	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
course,	 ﾠequally	 ﾠstandardized	 ﾠand	 ﾠcanonized	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠašxarhabar	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠEmpire.)	 ﾠSo,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠmass	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠnot	 ﾠintervened,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠmight	 ﾠtoday	 ﾠhave	 ﾠa	 ﾠThird	 ﾠ
Armenian,	 ﾠan	 ﾠunknown,	 ﾠrich,	 ﾠflexible	 ﾠtongue	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠstill	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠverdant	 ﾠ
earth.2	 ﾠPerhaps	 ﾠIndra’s	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠNerašxarh	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠInner	 ﾠWorld”)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠand	 ﾠonly	 ﾠ
book	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠThird	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠa	 ﾠtongue	 ﾠworthy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdream	 ﾠof	 ﾠKubla	 ﾠKhan.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠThe	 ﾠvibrant	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠculture	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠConstantinople	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlate	 ﾠOttoman	 ﾠ
period	 ﾠended	 ﾠsuddenly	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmurders	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoutset	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
general	 ﾠslaughter	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1915.	 ﾠWhat	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠcome	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpens	 ﾠof	 ﾠVaruzhan,	 ﾠ
Siamant‘o,	 ﾠSevag,	 ﾠIndra,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠthey	 ﾠlived	 ﾠon,	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠold	 ﾠmen?	 ﾠWhat	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠ
reach	 ﾠour	 ﾠears,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcomposer	 ﾠKomitas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠdriven	 ﾠmad	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhorrors	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
saw?	 ﾠThe	 ﾠStalinist	 ﾠpurges	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1937	 ﾠswept	 ﾠaway	 ﾠCharents,	 ﾠAksel	 ﾠBakunts,	 ﾠZabel	 ﾠ
Esayan,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhundreds	 ﾠof	 ﾠothers:	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠif	 ﾠthey	 ﾠhad	 ﾠlived?	 ﾠSocialist	 ﾠRealism	 ﾠimposed	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
deadening	 ﾠpuritanism	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠarts:	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠif	 ﾠculture	 ﾠin	 ﾠErevan	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠallowed	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
2	 ﾠSee	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexcellent	 ﾠnew	 ﾠstudy	 ﾠby	 ﾠMarc	 ﾠNichanian,	 ﾠMourning	 ﾠPhilology:	 ﾠArt	 ﾠand	 ﾠReligion	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMargins	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠOttoman	 ﾠEmpire,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork,	 ﾠFordham	 ﾠUniversity	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ2014,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ124-ﾭ‐127.	 ﾠTo	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
American	 ﾠlabor	 ﾠorganizers	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠreplied	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠintrepid	 ﾠslogan,	 ﾠ“Don’t	 ﾠmourn,	 ﾠorganize.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 3	 ﾠ
develop	 ﾠin	 ﾠconditions	 ﾠof	 ﾠliberty?	 ﾠAs	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcentenary	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1915	 ﾠGenocide	 ﾠapproaches,	 ﾠ
it	 ﾠseems	 ﾠas	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠmoral	 ﾠduty	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠworthwhile	 ﾠscholarly	 ﾠtask	 ﾠto	 ﾠoffer	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
English	 ﾠreader	 ﾠsome	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtreasures	 ﾠfinished	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠthe	 ﾠman	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠPorlock	 ﾠ
darkened	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdoor	 ﾠand	 ﾠinterrupted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdream.	 ﾠJust	 ﾠas	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠculture	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
becoming	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde,	 ﾠFuturist,	 ﾠcountercultural,	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠlost,	 ﾠand	 ﾠmost	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
contribution	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprogress	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfree	 ﾠarts	 ﾠand	 ﾠletters	 ﾠof	 ﾠhumanity	 ﾠwas	 ﾠforgotten.	 ﾠ
Nobody	 ﾠhas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠright	 ﾠto	 ﾠforget,	 ﾠany	 ﾠmore	 ﾠthan	 ﾠto	 ﾠdeny.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
May	 ﾠI	 ﾠoffer	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠwork	 ﾠto	 ﾠmy	 ﾠlearned	 ﾠcolleague	 ﾠand	 ﾠdear	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
collaborator	 ﾠon	 ﾠnumerous	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠbibliophilic	 ﾠprojects,	 ﾠMichael	 ﾠGrossman,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
hope	 ﾠof	 ﾠmany	 ﾠmore	 ﾠyears	 ﾠworking	 ﾠand	 ﾠbreaking	 ﾠbread	 ﾠtogether.	 ﾠMay	 ﾠit	 ﾠfind	 ﾠfavor	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠhim,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwith	 ﾠyou.	 ﾠThree	 ﾠapples	 ﾠfell	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠheaven…	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
This	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠintroduction	 ﾠin	 ﾠEnglish	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠwho	 ﾠstyled	 ﾠ
himself	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBlack	 ﾠDervish,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlongest;	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠoffers	 ﾠtexts,	 ﾠboth	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠand	 ﾠof	 ﾠsupplementary	 ﾠinterest,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnot	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠhitherto	 ﾠ
but	 ﾠare	 ﾠof	 ﾠsome	 ﾠimportance	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhistory	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠmovement.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠ
augments	 ﾠour	 ﾠunderstanding	 ﾠof	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterature,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsituates	 ﾠit	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
context	 ﾠof	 ﾠboth	 ﾠworld	 ﾠculture	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠscene	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearly	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
last	 ﾠyears	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠancien	 ﾠrégime	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearly	 ﾠhistory	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠUnion.	 ﾠOur	 ﾠ
poet	 ﾠlived	 ﾠand	 ﾠworked	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠcapital,	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠduring	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtumultuous	 ﾠyears	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠFirst	 ﾠWorld	 ﾠWar	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠRevolution—	 ﾠroughly	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠdecades	 ﾠin	 ﾠall,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
1910	 ﾠto	 ﾠ1930.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠevents	 ﾠdestroyed	 ﾠand	 ﾠtransformed	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠparticularly	 ﾠdevastating	 ﾠimpact	 ﾠupon	 ﾠArmenians.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠlived,	 ﾠthough,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠonly	 ﾠin	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
historical	 ﾠmaelstrom	 ﾠbut	 ﾠalso	 ﾠat	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfriends	 ﾠbelieved	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdawn	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
new	 ﾠculture.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠmore	 ﾠthan	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠtraveler;	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠdenizen	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
come.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
For	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠFuturist,	 ﾠexcavating	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfoundations	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnative	 ﾠ
tongue,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠaim	 ﾠof	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠnew	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠand	 ﾠvisual	 ﾠ
patterns	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoetic	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠand	 ﾠmethod	 ﾠof	 ﾠgraphic	 ﾠart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠa	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
man,	 ﾠfreer,	 ﾠhealthier,	 ﾠhonest,	 ﾠunconstrained	 ﾠby	 ﾠtradition,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠspeak,	 ﾠwrite,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
paint	 ﾠtomorrow.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠnew	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠexperimented	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠshape	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠwords,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlook	 ﾠand	 ﾠsize	 ﾠof	 ﾠtypefaces	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdirection	 ﾠand	 ﾠorientation	 ﾠof	 ﾠtexts,	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠwords	 ﾠbursting	 ﾠoff	 ﾠthe	 ﾠline,	 ﾠrunning	 ﾠup	 ﾠand	 ﾠdown	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpage,	 ﾠdashing	 ﾠin	 ﾠcircles,	 ﾠ
leaping	 ﾠskywards.	 ﾠTheir	 ﾠpaintings	 ﾠand	 ﾠsculptures	 ﾠsought	 ﾠto	 ﾠdepict	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstages	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
motion,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠstill	 ﾠlives;	 ﾠso	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmetal	 ﾠstatue	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠman	 ﾠscalloped	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsuccessive	 ﾠ
movements	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmuscles	 ﾠover	 ﾠtime,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠhorse	 ﾠrepeated	 ﾠitself	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
freeze	 ﾠframes	 ﾠacross	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcanvas,	 ﾠembracing	 ﾠits	 ﾠgallop.	 ﾠTheir	 ﾠaim	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠso	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
change	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠsee	 ﾠand	 ﾠhear	 ﾠbut	 ﾠto	 ﾠrelease	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsenses	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstereotypes	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
conventional	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠto	 ﾠexpress	 ﾠand	 ﾠdepict	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠreally	 ﾠ
there—	 ﾠand	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthere	 ﾠright	 ﾠnow,	 ﾠtoo.	 ﾠNot	 ﾠa	 ﾠclassical	 ﾠlandscape	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠstock	 ﾠ
still,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠa	 ﾠcity	 ﾠof	 ﾠclean-ﾭ‐lined	 ﾠskyscrapers	 ﾠand	 ﾠstreamlined	 ﾠstations	 ﾠand	 ﾠairports	 ﾠ
teeming	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcars,	 ﾠfactories,	 ﾠairplanes.	 ﾠWords	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠmonotonous,	 ﾠlinear	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 4	 ﾠ
phenomena	 ﾠcrawling	 ﾠin	 ﾠstraight	 ﾠlines	 ﾠacross	 ﾠa	 ﾠpage.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠare	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠall	 ﾠ
around	 ﾠand	 ﾠabove	 ﾠand	 ﾠbelow	 ﾠus,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠaccents	 ﾠand	 ﾠpitches.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠoperations	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmind	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠlimited	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlimited	 ﾠscope	 ﾠof	 ﾠconscious	 ﾠawareness,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
embrace	 ﾠalso	 ﾠthe	 ﾠirrational	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubconscious.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠnot	 ﾠwrite	 ﾠin	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠ
directions,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠletters	 ﾠof	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠsizes,	 ﾠusing	 ﾠnot	 ﾠjust	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwords	 ﾠthat	 ﾠare	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
everyday	 ﾠspeech,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠnonsense	 ﾠwords,	 ﾠor	 ﾠmagic	 ﾠspells—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠof	 ﾠdreams,	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
childhood,	 ﾠof	 ﾠnature,	 ﾠof	 ﾠmachines?	 ﾠAirplanes	 ﾠwere	 ﾠtaking	 ﾠmen	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsky	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
radios	 ﾠwere	 ﾠconveying	 ﾠspeech	 ﾠinvisibly	 ﾠacross	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠdistances	 ﾠat	 ﾠspeed:	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠshould	 ﾠ
art	 ﾠand	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠcrawl	 ﾠslowly	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠground?3	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠborn	 ﾠHakob	 ﾠGenjian	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnorth	 ﾠCaucasus,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtwilight	 ﾠ
decades	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠEmpire.	 ﾠLike	 ﾠmany	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEmpire,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠdeeply	 ﾠ
connected	 ﾠto	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠculture	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhe	 ﾠspoke	 ﾠwith	 ﾠnative	 ﾠ
fluency,	 ﾠpeppering	 ﾠhis	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠprose	 ﾠvery	 ﾠliberally	 ﾠwith	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠwords	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwould	 ﾠ
have	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠutterly	 ﾠincomprehensible	 ﾠto	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliving	 ﾠnot	 ﾠall	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfar	 ﾠaway,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Ottoman	 ﾠTurkey.	 ﾠ(In	 ﾠthis	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠno	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠother	 ﾠeducated	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Russia;	 ﾠand	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriters,	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreater	 ﾠor	 ﾠlesser	 ﾠdegree,	 ﾠflavored	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
work	 ﾠwith	 ﾠTurkish,	 ﾠPersian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠArabic	 ﾠwords.)	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠmarried	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠ
woman,	 ﾠand	 ﾠmost	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfellow	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠcafés	 ﾠhe	 ﾠfrequented	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠ
were	 ﾠRussians.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmoved	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcircles	 ﾠjust	 ﾠas	 ﾠintensely—	 ﾠhe	 ﾠworked	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
correspondent	 ﾠfor	 ﾠseveral	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpapers,	 ﾠand	 ﾠmixed	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterati,	 ﾠ
befriending	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovelist	 ﾠKostan	 ﾠZarian	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠrevolutionary	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠYeghishe	 ﾠ
Charents.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcompany	 ﾠof	 ﾠnonconformist	 ﾠartists,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠstill	 ﾠstood	 ﾠout	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠoriginal,	 ﾠ
true	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcognomen	 ﾠof	 ﾠdervish.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠan	 ﾠeccentric	 ﾠwho	 ﾠdressed	 ﾠoddly,	 ﾠbehaved	 ﾠ
scandalously,	 ﾠdetested	 ﾠeconomic	 ﾠinequality,	 ﾠliked	 ﾠa	 ﾠdrink,	 ﾠand	 ﾠbelieved	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
centrality	 ﾠof	 ﾠeroticism	 ﾠto	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠin	 ﾠfree	 ﾠlove.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠproud	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnation	 ﾠand	 ﾠits	 ﾠancient	 ﾠ
culture;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthis	 ﾠfeeling	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠshaded	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠracialist	 ﾠand	 ﾠchauvinist	 ﾠbigotry	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
writers	 ﾠlike	 ﾠZarian.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠproclaimed	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbrother	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠmen	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠcitizen	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
world,	 ﾠa	 ﾠcosmopolitan.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠpoetic	 ﾠmanifestoes	 ﾠecho	 ﾠWalt	 ﾠWhitman	 ﾠand	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠ
Blake;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthey	 ﾠforeshadow	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠAllen	 ﾠGinsberg.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠis	 ﾠnoteworthy	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwider	 ﾠfield	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠfor	 ﾠoccupying	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
particular	 ﾠplace	 ﾠin	 ﾠit.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠwere	 ﾠseveral	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠFuturists;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠothers	 ﾠsimply	 ﾠ
joined	 ﾠa	 ﾠlarger	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠcenter	 ﾠwas	 ﾠin	 ﾠEurope.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠconsciously	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠman	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ(Near)East	 ﾠwho	 ﾠappreciated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠand	 ﾠculture	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstreets	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Tiflis	 ﾠand	 ﾠBaku,	 ﾠand	 ﾠaddressed	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcriticisms	 ﾠof	 ﾠconservatism	 ﾠand	 ﾠrepression	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
only	 ﾠto	 ﾠmainstream	 ﾠculture	 ﾠin	 ﾠgeneral	 ﾠbut	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠparticular	 ﾠtendency	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenians,	 ﾠ
Iranians,	 ﾠand	 ﾠothers	 ﾠto	 ﾠdenigrate	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠculture	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠimitate	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠ
western.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠimitation,	 ﾠoften	 ﾠslavish	 ﾠand	 ﾠsuperficial,	 ﾠled	 ﾠmore	 ﾠoften	 ﾠto	 ﾠalienation	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠoneself	 ﾠthan	 ﾠto	 ﾠauthentic	 ﾠpartnership	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrest	 ﾠof	 ﾠworld	 ﾠculture;	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
reaffirmed	 ﾠimperial	 ﾠpolitics	 ﾠby	 ﾠdeifying	 ﾠthe	 ﾠways	 ﾠof	 ﾠcolonial	 ﾠrulers.	 ﾠBy	 ﾠfocusing	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
this	 ﾠinferiority	 ﾠcomplex	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠcultural	 ﾠphenomenon,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcalling	 ﾠon	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
3	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbest	 ﾠsurveys	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠremains	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmonograph	 ﾠand	 ﾠexhibition	 ﾠ
catalogue	 ﾠby	 ﾠJoshua	 ﾠC.	 ﾠTaylor,	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠMuseum	 ﾠof	 ﾠModern	 ﾠArt,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork,	 ﾠdistributed	 ﾠby	 ﾠDoubleday,	 ﾠ
New	 ﾠYork,	 ﾠ1962.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 5	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠneighbors	 ﾠto	 ﾠrespect	 ﾠand	 ﾠvalue	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠeveryday	 ﾠculture,	 ﾠand,	 ﾠthereby,	 ﾠ
themselves	 ﾠas	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠbeings	 ﾠworthy	 ﾠof	 ﾠfull	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠand	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠequality	 ﾠwith	 ﾠall	 ﾠother	 ﾠ
men,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠanticipated	 ﾠlater	 ﾠstudies	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠhas	 ﾠcome	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠOrientalism.	 ﾠHe,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdecade	 ﾠfollowing	 ﾠhis	 ﾠeclipse,	 ﾠwere	 ﾠindeed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheralds	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
authentic	 ﾠand	 ﾠauthentically	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcounterculture.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Until	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearly	 ﾠdecades	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcentury,	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠwere,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
centuries,	 ﾠa	 ﾠstateless	 ﾠpeople.	 ﾠAs	 ﾠa	 ﾠChristian	 ﾠminority	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMuslim	 ﾠworld	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
barred	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtraditional	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠpositions	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsecured	 ﾠpower:	 ﾠland	 ﾠownership,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
military,	 ﾠand	 ﾠgovernment.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcoastal	 ﾠcities	 ﾠof	 ﾠTurkey	 ﾠin	 ﾠparticular,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠgained	 ﾠ
wealth	 ﾠand	 ﾠprominence	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠtrade,	 ﾠindustry,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcommunication—	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠthese	 ﾠ
skills	 ﾠdemanding	 ﾠa	 ﾠcosmopolitan	 ﾠoutlook	 ﾠand	 ﾠreceptivity	 ﾠto	 ﾠprogress	 ﾠand	 ﾠchange.	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠliving	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠinterior	 ﾠof	 ﾠAnatolia	 ﾠlikewise	 ﾠdeveloped	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠschools	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠbusinesses	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcities,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠvillagers	 ﾠand	 ﾠfarmers	 ﾠlabored	 ﾠunder	 ﾠoppressive	 ﾠ
conditions,	 ﾠpaying	 ﾠtribute	 ﾠto	 ﾠOttoman	 ﾠofficials	 ﾠand	 ﾠKurdish	 ﾠtribal	 ﾠgangs.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠEmpire	 ﾠthe	 ﾠposition	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠwas	 ﾠconsiderably	 ﾠmore	 ﾠsecure;	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
after	 ﾠRussia’s	 ﾠliberation	 ﾠof	 ﾠErevan	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1828	 ﾠmany	 ﾠthousands	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠemigrated	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠTurkey	 ﾠand	 ﾠIran	 ﾠto	 ﾠrebuild	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlives	 ﾠunder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprotection	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠChristian	 ﾠ
tsar.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠstill	 ﾠnot	 ﾠmembers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdominant	 ﾠnationality,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠofficial	 ﾠ
policy	 ﾠwas	 ﾠRussification,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠChurch	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠrecognized	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
Orthodox—	 ﾠso	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠextent	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠcosmopolitan	 ﾠmodel	 ﾠof	 ﾠworld	 ﾠview,	 ﾠ
economic	 ﾠactivity,	 ﾠand	 ﾠurban	 ﾠdevelopment	 ﾠapplied.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠis	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠone	 ﾠreason	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠ
Armenians	 ﾠdid	 ﾠinnovative	 ﾠthings	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwest	 ﾠbut	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeast.	 ﾠAn	 ﾠ
eccentric	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠof	 ﾠSmyrna	 ﾠnamed	 ﾠBedros	 ﾠTenger,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠa	 ﾠTurk,	 ﾠArab,	 ﾠor	 ﾠPersian,	 ﾠ
strove	 ﾠto	 ﾠtranscend	 ﾠthe	 ﾠboundaries	 ﾠof	 ﾠethnicity	 ﾠand	 ﾠreligion,	 ﾠlaboring	 ﾠin	 ﾠhope	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
new	 ﾠworld	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthose	 ﾠlimitations	 ﾠmight	 ﾠno	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠcripple	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠendeavor,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
invented	 ﾠthe	 ﾠonly	 ﾠartificial	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠever	 ﾠto	 ﾠcome	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNear	 ﾠEast	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠ
express	 ﾠpurpose	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠpromote	 ﾠuniversal	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠsolidarity.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠWest,	 ﾠby	 ﾠcontrast,	 ﾠ
produced	 ﾠabout	 ﾠ500	 ﾠof	 ﾠthem	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ19th	 ﾠand	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcenturies,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠonly	 ﾠEsperanto	 ﾠ
has	 ﾠendured.4	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠanother	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠstudy,	 ﾠinvented	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
specifically	 ﾠNear	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠFuturism.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠindicative	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠprecariousness	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsituation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
people	 ﾠthat	 ﾠneither	 ﾠSeh-ﾭ‐lerai—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ“Esperanto”—	 ﾠnor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠ
language	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠfound	 ﾠreceptivity	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlands	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠbirth	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
survived.	 ﾠFar	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠsurviving,	 ﾠneither	 ﾠis	 ﾠeven	 ﾠremembered	 ﾠby	 ﾠany	 ﾠbut	 ﾠa	 ﾠvery	 ﾠfew	 ﾠ
specialists.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwake	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1915	 ﾠGenocide,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠformation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠUnion	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
1922,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimposition	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdeadening	 ﾠofficial	 ﾠdogma	 ﾠof	 ﾠSocialist	 ﾠRealism	 ﾠabout	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠdecade	 ﾠlater	 ﾠunder	 ﾠStalinism—	 ﾠas	 ﾠwe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnoted	 ﾠabove—	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠwere	 ﾠmade	 ﾠ
subject	 ﾠto	 ﾠrestraints	 ﾠbeyond	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠcontrol	 ﾠand	 ﾠwere	 ﾠnecessarily	 ﾠpreoccupied	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
vital	 ﾠconcerns	 ﾠof	 ﾠsurvival	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhere	 ﾠand	 ﾠnow,	 ﾠrather	 ﾠthan	 ﾠan	 ﾠimagined	 ﾠtomorrow.	 ﾠ
Still	 ﾠa	 ﾠminority	 ﾠculture	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠUSSR,	 ﾠand	 ﾠentirely	 ﾠa	 ﾠdiaspora	 ﾠculture	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
latter,	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠclung	 ﾠto	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠancient	 ﾠfoundations	 ﾠas	 ﾠlimpets	 ﾠdo	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠrock	 ﾠbattered	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbreakers	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠstormy	 ﾠsea.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠwere	 ﾠanything	 ﾠbut	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
4	 ﾠSee	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠSeh-ﾭ‐lerai	 ﾠLanguage,”	 ﾠJournal	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠ10.1-ﾭ‐2	 ﾠ(2012-ﾭ‐2013),	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countercultural:	 ﾠan	 ﾠestablished	 ﾠchurch	 ﾠupholding	 ﾠaccepted	 ﾠmorals,	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠcanonical	 ﾠ
literature	 ﾠof	 ﾠtraditional	 ﾠforms,	 ﾠunderscoring	 ﾠthese.	 ﾠThose	 ﾠwere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠinstitutions	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠforms	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠfound	 ﾠintolerably	 ﾠstifling	 ﾠand	 ﾠhoped	 ﾠto	 ﾠdemolish.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwould	 ﾠ
seem	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠlabored	 ﾠin	 ﾠvain.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthis	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠentirely	 ﾠso.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
comrades	 ﾠhad	 ﾠstill	 ﾠcontributed	 ﾠvitally	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠhumanistic	 ﾠand	 ﾠrevolutionary	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠits	 ﾠkindred	 ﾠmovements,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstreams	 ﾠnourished	 ﾠby	 ﾠit—	 ﾠCubism,	 ﾠSurrealism,	 ﾠ
Dada,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrest—	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠdisappear.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠgained	 ﾠstrength	 ﾠwherever	 ﾠlife	 ﾠallowed,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠa	 ﾠvital	 ﾠmotive	 ﾠforce	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgrowth	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmovements	 ﾠthat	 ﾠspearheaded	 ﾠ
cultural,	 ﾠphilosophical,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠscientific	 ﾠchange	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcentury,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠchampioned	 ﾠ
human	 ﾠrights,	 ﾠdiversity,	 ﾠand	 ﾠliberation	 ﾠin	 ﾠall	 ﾠits	 ﾠforms,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthereby	 ﾠcreated	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠfuture,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠwe	 ﾠlive	 ﾠnow.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
countercultural	 ﾠinheritance,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblessed	 ﾠdissident,	 ﾠeccentric	 ﾠforce	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠ
century.	 ﾠRemembering	 ﾠhim,	 ﾠone	 ﾠresists	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgenocidal	 ﾠtide	 ﾠof	 ﾠoblivion.	 ﾠTranslating	 ﾠ
him,	 ﾠone	 ﾠre-ﾭ‐inscribes	 ﾠhis	 ﾠwork	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠannals	 ﾠof	 ﾠworld	 ﾠculture:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdervish	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
longer	 ﾠalone.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠfor	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠscholarship,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠrequires	 ﾠthat	 ﾠone	 ﾠprobe	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsources	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
work	 ﾠas	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠunderstanding	 ﾠits	 ﾠmeaning,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠa	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠ
Futurism	 ﾠstill	 ﾠmust	 ﾠhave	 ﾠa	 ﾠdiscoverable	 ﾠpast.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠbegins,	 ﾠI	 ﾠthink,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠanother	 ﾠwar,	 ﾠ
another	 ﾠrevolution,	 ﾠanother	 ﾠyoung,	 ﾠrebellious,	 ﾠeccentric	 ﾠgenius,	 ﾠin	 ﾠanother	 ﾠcountry.	 ﾠ
This	 ﾠother	 ﾠpoet,	 ﾠa	 ﾠvery	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠman,	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠsounded	 ﾠarticulately	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthemes	 ﾠof	 ﾠchanged	 ﾠ
consciousness	 ﾠand	 ﾠdepiction	 ﾠof	 ﾠreality,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtransformation	 ﾠof	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠ
universalism,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmagic	 ﾠof	 ﾠwords.	 ﾠLike	 ﾠVoltaire,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcitizens-ﾭ‐in-ﾭ‐the-ﾭ‐making	 ﾠ
storming	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBastille,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠband	 ﾠof	 ﾠblack	 ﾠand	 ﾠwhite	 ﾠartists	 ﾠplaying	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Marseillaise	 ﾠin	 ﾠMonsieur	 ﾠRick’s	 ﾠnightclub,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠFrench.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
In	 ﾠ1911-ﾭ‐1914,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNouvelle	 ﾠRevue	 ﾠFrançaise	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠthe	 ﾠletters	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠ
Arthur	 ﾠRimbaud	 ﾠ(1854-ﾭ‐1891).	 ﾠRimbaud	 ﾠsought	 ﾠto	 ﾠtransform	 ﾠthe	 ﾠphysical	 ﾠworld	 ﾠ
through	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoems,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhe	 ﾠbegan	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠin	 ﾠearnest	 ﾠat	 ﾠseventeen,	 ﾠand	 ﾠgave	 ﾠup	 ﾠ
writing	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠage	 ﾠof	 ﾠtwenty-ﾭ‐one	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠhe	 ﾠthought	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠnot.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠironically	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
created	 ﾠmore	 ﾠthan	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcould	 ﾠpossibly	 ﾠimagine,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠconsciousness	 ﾠand	 ﾠthought	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠlead	 ﾠus	 ﾠto	 ﾠchange	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠaround	 ﾠus	 ﾠin	 ﾠfact.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠhe	 ﾠtransformed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠ
more	 ﾠprofoundly	 ﾠthan	 ﾠany	 ﾠalchemical	 ﾠoperation	 ﾠmight	 ﾠessay	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠmade	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠ
poetry.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠvisions	 ﾠtransformed	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠarts,	 ﾠand	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠSurrealism,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
cultural	 ﾠmovements	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBeats	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsuccessors—	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠPicasso	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
punk	 ﾠrock,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠmention	 ﾠZdanevich,	 ﾠLarionov,	 ﾠKamensky,	 ﾠGoncharova,	 ﾠ
Mayakovsky,	 ﾠRobakidze,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠand	 ﾠCharents—	 ﾠcan	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠway	 ﾠbe	 ﾠtraced	 ﾠto	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠ
He	 ﾠcame	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFrench	 ﾠcapital,	 ﾠto	 ﾠscandalize	 ﾠits	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠcircles	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠpiss	 ﾠon	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
pedestrians	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠheight,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwake	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFranco-ﾭ‐Prussian	 ﾠWar	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfall	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrevolutionary	 ﾠParis	 ﾠCommune.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠLettre	 ﾠde	 ﾠvoyant	 ﾠ(“Letter	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠseer”),	 ﾠdated	 ﾠ
15	 ﾠMay	 ﾠ1871,	 ﾠis	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmost	 ﾠfamous,	 ﾠa	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠmanifesto	 ﾠand	 ﾠguide:5	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
5	 ﾠFrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtranslation	 ﾠin	 ﾠMarcel	 ﾠJean,	 ﾠed.,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠAutobiography	 ﾠof	 ﾠSurrealism,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠseries	 ﾠDocuments	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
20th-ﾭ‐Century	 ﾠArt,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠViking,	 ﾠ1980,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ11-ﾭ‐15.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcircumstances	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠletter,	 ﾠsee	 ﾠGraham	 ﾠ
Robb’s	 ﾠacerbic,	 ﾠfunny,	 ﾠlearned	 ﾠbiography,	 ﾠRimbaud,	 ﾠNorton:	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork,	 ﾠ2000,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ85-ﾭ‐88.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 7	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ “I	 ﾠsay	 ﾠthat	 ﾠone	 ﾠmust	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠseer,	 ﾠmake	 ﾠoneself	 ﾠa	 ﾠseer.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠbecomes	 ﾠa	 ﾠseer	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠa	 ﾠlong,	 ﾠimmense,	 ﾠand	 ﾠreasoned	 ﾠ
derangement	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsenses.	 ﾠAll	 ﾠshapes	 ﾠof	 ﾠlove,	 ﾠsuffering,	 ﾠmadness.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠsearches	 ﾠ
himself,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠexhausts	 ﾠall	 ﾠpoisons	 ﾠin	 ﾠhimself,	 ﾠto	 ﾠkeep	 ﾠonly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠquintessences.	 ﾠIneffable	 ﾠ
torture	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠneeds	 ﾠall	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfaith,	 ﾠall	 ﾠhis	 ﾠsuperhuman	 ﾠstrength,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠbecomes	 ﾠ
among	 ﾠall	 ﾠmen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠpatient,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠcriminal,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠaccursed	 ﾠone—	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsupreme	 ﾠScholar!	 ﾠFor	 ﾠhe	 ﾠreaches	 ﾠthe	 ﾠunknown!	 ﾠSince	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcultivated	 ﾠhis	 ﾠsoul,	 ﾠrich	 ﾠ
already,	 ﾠmore	 ﾠthan	 ﾠanyone	 ﾠelse!	 ﾠHe	 ﾠreaches	 ﾠthe	 ﾠunknown,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwhen,	 ﾠdemented,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
would	 ﾠend	 ﾠby	 ﾠlosing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠintelligence	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠvisions,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhas	 ﾠseen	 ﾠthem!	 ﾠLet	 ﾠhim	 ﾠdie	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠleaps	 ﾠamong	 ﾠunheard-ﾭ‐of	 ﾠand	 ﾠunnamable	 ﾠthings;	 ﾠother	 ﾠhorrible	 ﾠworkers	 ﾠwill	 ﾠ
come:	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbegin	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhorizons	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother	 ﾠone	 ﾠhas	 ﾠcollapsed!	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ …	 ﾠSo	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠis	 ﾠactually	 ﾠa	 ﾠthief	 ﾠof	 ﾠfire.6	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ He	 ﾠis	 ﾠresponsible	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhumanity,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠfor	 ﾠanimals.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠmust	 ﾠsee	 ﾠto	 ﾠit	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
inventions	 ﾠcan	 ﾠbe	 ﾠsmelled,	 ﾠfelt,	 ﾠheard.	 ﾠIf	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠbrings	 ﾠback	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠyonder	 ﾠhas	 ﾠshape,	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠgives	 ﾠshape;	 ﾠis	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠshapeless,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠgives	 ﾠshapelessness.	 ﾠTo	 ﾠfind	 ﾠa	 ﾠlanguage.	 ﾠ
Moreover,	 ﾠspeech	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠthought,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠuniversal	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠwill	 ﾠcome!	 ﾠOnly	 ﾠ
an	 ﾠacademician,	 ﾠdeader	 ﾠthan	 ﾠa	 ﾠfossil,	 ﾠcould	 ﾠcomplete	 ﾠa	 ﾠdictionary,	 ﾠin	 ﾠany	 ﾠtongue;	 ﾠ
weak	 ﾠpeople,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠmight	 ﾠbegin	 ﾠto	 ﾠthink	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠletter	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠalphabet,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
would	 ﾠsoon	 ﾠjump	 ﾠinto	 ﾠmadness!	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ This	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsoul,	 ﾠsumming	 ﾠup	 ﾠeverything,	 ﾠperfumes,	 ﾠ
sounds,	 ﾠcolors;	 ﾠthought	 ﾠhooking	 ﾠthought	 ﾠand	 ﾠpulling.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠwould	 ﾠdefine	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
amount	 ﾠof	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠawakening	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtime	 ﾠin	 ﾠuniversal	 ﾠthought;	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwould	 ﾠgive	 ﾠmore	 ﾠ
than	 ﾠthe	 ﾠformula	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠthought,	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmeasurements	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmarch	 ﾠtoward	 ﾠ
Progress!	 ﾠAn	 ﾠenormity	 ﾠbecoming	 ﾠa	 ﾠnorm,	 ﾠabsorbed	 ﾠby	 ﾠeveryone,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwould	 ﾠtruly	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
multiplier	 ﾠof	 ﾠProgress!	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ This	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠmaterialistic,	 ﾠas	 ﾠyou	 ﾠsee.	 ﾠAlways	 ﾠfilled	 ﾠwith	 ﾠNumber	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Harmony,	 ﾠthese	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠmade	 ﾠto	 ﾠstay.	 ﾠBasically,	 ﾠit	 ﾠwould	 ﾠstill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠGreek	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠ
somehow.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Eternal	 ﾠart	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠits	 ﾠfunctions,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠmanner	 ﾠas	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠwho	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
also	 ﾠcitizens.	 ﾠPoetry	 ﾠwill	 ﾠno	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠgive	 ﾠrhythm	 ﾠto	 ﾠaction;	 ﾠit	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠin	 ﾠfront…	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Meanwhile,	 ﾠlet	 ﾠus	 ﾠask	 ﾠnovelty	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet—	 ﾠideas	 ﾠand	 ﾠshapes.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠchallenge	 ﾠto	 ﾠinnovation,	 ﾠderangement	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsenses,	 ﾠlove,	 ﾠprogress,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
new	 ﾠart,	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠcompletely	 ﾠnew	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠflung	 ﾠdown.	 ﾠAmong	 ﾠthose	 ﾠ
who	 ﾠwere	 ﾠto	 ﾠanswer	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcall	 ﾠwas	 ﾠHakob	 ﾠGenǰean	 ﾠ(Genjian).	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠborn	 ﾠat	 ﾠStavropol	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
6	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠis	 ﾠPrometheus,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠrebelled	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhegemony	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother	 ﾠOlympian	 ﾠgods	 ﾠby	 ﾠgiving	 ﾠ
fire	 ﾠto	 ﾠman	 ﾠand	 ﾠthen	 ﾠsuffering	 ﾠunending	 ﾠtorture	 ﾠfor	 ﾠit	 ﾠ(on	 ﾠa	 ﾠmountaintop,	 ﾠas	 ﾠit	 ﾠhappens,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Caucasus).	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 8	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnorth	 ﾠCaucasus	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1872,	 ﾠduly	 ﾠentered	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠseminary	 ﾠat	 ﾠNor	 ﾠ
Naxiǰewan	 ﾠ(Nakhichevan)—	 ﾠRostov-ﾭ‐on-ﾭ‐the-ﾭ‐Don—	 ﾠbut	 ﾠleft	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1893	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠtaking	 ﾠ
holy	 ﾠorders.	 ﾠThen	 ﾠhe	 ﾠtaught	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGeworgean	 ﾠcollege	 ﾠin	 ﾠĒǰmiacin	 ﾠ(Echmiadzin,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
holy	 ﾠsee	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠChurch,	 ﾠnear	 ﾠErevan)	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1906-ﾭ‐1907,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
neo-ﾭ‐pagan,	 ﾠdecadent,	 ﾠmildly	 ﾠerotic,	 ﾠmildly	 ﾠSymbolist	 ﾠsort.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠadopted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpen	 ﾠname	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš7	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublication	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠshort	 ﾠstory	 ﾠLeran	 ﾠastuacuhin,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠgoddess	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
7	 ﾠKara	 ﾠis	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ“black”.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠcompound	 ﾠexpressions	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠoften	 ﾠa	 ﾠterm	 ﾠof	 ﾠendearment;	 ﾠkara	 ﾠoğlan	 ﾠ
(or	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠmanuk)	 ﾠ“black	 ﾠboy”	 ﾠhas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimplication	 ﾠof	 ﾠbeauty,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠvalor.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠNew	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠword	 ﾠdarvīš	 ﾠ
means,	 ﾠliterally,	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoor	 ﾠman.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠderives	 ﾠultimately	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAvesta:	 ﾠdrǝgu-ﾭ‐	 ﾠ(later	 ﾠMiddle	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠdriyōš,	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠform	 ﾠcomes)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdesignation	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠfollower	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠProphet	 ﾠ
Zarathuštra,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠsaw	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠas	 ﾠin	 ﾠneed	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgift	 ﾠ(magu-ﾭ‐)	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrevelation	 ﾠof	 ﾠAhura	 ﾠMazdā,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Lord	 ﾠWisdom.	 ﾠFrom	 ﾠthis	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠinsight,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠimply	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠdestitution,	 ﾠonly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
consciousness	 ﾠof	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠneed,	 ﾠcame	 ﾠthe	 ﾠritualized	 ﾠpractice	 ﾠin	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠIslam	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠasceticism	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠmystics	 ﾠwho	 ﾠwere	 ﾠitinerant	 ﾠloners	 ﾠwandering	 ﾠabout	 ﾠdraped	 ﾠin	 ﾠscarves,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠbegging	 ﾠbowl	 ﾠand	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
ax	 ﾠfor	 ﾠcutting	 ﾠwood.	 ﾠDervishes	 ﾠalso	 ﾠjoined	 ﾠfraternal	 ﾠorders,	 ﾠemploying	 ﾠtechniques	 ﾠof	 ﾠecstatic	 ﾠprayer,	 ﾠ
music,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdance	 ﾠto	 ﾠseek	 ﾠGod	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠlove	 ﾠ(Arabic	 ﾠ‘išq,	 ﾠhence	 ﾠ‘ašūq,	 ﾠ“lover”,	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠashugh,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
wandering	 ﾠminstrel).	 ﾠThe	 ﾠArabic	 ﾠtranslation	 ﾠof	 ﾠdarvīš,	 ﾠfaqīr	 ﾠ“poor	 ﾠman”,	 ﾠis	 ﾠanother	 ﾠdesignation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Sufi.	 ﾠFaqrī	 ﾠfakhrī,	 ﾠ“My	 ﾠpoverty	 ﾠis	 ﾠmy	 ﾠpride”	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠslogan	 ﾠattributed	 ﾠto	 ﾠMohammed.	 ﾠA	 ﾠbalance,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
symbiosis,	 ﾠgradually	 ﾠobtained	 ﾠbetween	 ﾠSufism	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcommunal	 ﾠstructure	 ﾠof	 ﾠnormative	 ﾠIslam	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
its	 ﾠstrict	 ﾠlaws	 ﾠand	 ﾠmorals;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeccentric	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfree	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠsuffocating	 ﾠin	 ﾠsociety,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
dervish	 ﾠwas	 ﾠan	 ﾠescape	 ﾠhatch.	 ﾠAt	 ﾠthe	 ﾠturn	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdervish	 ﾠwas,	 ﾠunderstandably,	 ﾠ
popular	 ﾠwith	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriters,	 ﾠincluding	 ﾠsome	 ﾠmore	 ﾠconformist	 ﾠthan	 ﾠHakob	 ﾠGenjian.	 ﾠEven	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
thoroughly	 ﾠmainstream	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriter,	 ﾠscholar,	 ﾠeducator,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcommunal	 ﾠleader	 ﾠAršak	 ﾠ
Č‘ōpanean	 ﾠ(Chobanian)(1872-ﾭ‐1954)	 ﾠused	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpen	 ﾠname	 ﾠDērwiš	 ﾠon	 ﾠoccasion.	 ﾠAnother	 ﾠwriter,	 ﾠ
considerably	 ﾠobscurer,	 ﾠstyled	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠDevrish	 ﾠ(with	 ﾠmetathesis	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconsonantal	 ﾠcluster);	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
cover	 ﾠof	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbooks	 ﾠis	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere	 ﾠto	 ﾠafford	 ﾠan	 ﾠidea	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdervish	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠsummarize	 ﾠand	 ﾠannotate	 ﾠthis	 ﾠcommunication	 ﾠof	 ﾠMarc	 ﾠMamigonian,	 ﾠNAASR,	 ﾠBelmont,	 ﾠMA,	 ﾠ24	 ﾠMarch	 ﾠ
2014,	 ﾠabout	 ﾠhim:	 ﾠKrikor	 ﾠArakel	 ﾠKeljik	 ﾠ(1883-ﾭ‐1963)	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠand	 ﾠnovels	 ﾠunder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠ
“Devrish”	 ﾠ(author’s	 ﾠspelling;	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠTēvriš).	 ﾠLike	 ﾠhis	 ﾠelder	 ﾠbrother	 ﾠBedros	 ﾠArakel	 ﾠKeljik,	 ﾠKrikor	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
writer	 ﾠand	 ﾠactivist,	 ﾠan	 ﾠOriental	 ﾠrug	 ﾠmerchant	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠfounder	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠTwin	 ﾠCities	 ﾠ(i.e.,	 ﾠMinneapolis	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
St.	 ﾠPaul,	 ﾠMN)	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcommunity.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠcontrasted,	 ﾠhowever,	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠand	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠleanings:	 ﾠ
Bedros,	 ﾠa	 ﾠformer	 ﾠHnč‘ak	 ﾠ(Arm.	 ﾠ“Bell”,	 ﾠafter	 ﾠAlexander	 ﾠHerzen’s	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠKolokol:	 ﾠa	 ﾠprogressive	 ﾠ
democratic	 ﾠparty),	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠlocal-ﾭ‐color	 ﾠrealist	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠslightly	 ﾠcynical	 ﾠedge,	 ﾠwhereas	 ﾠKrikor,	 ﾠa	 ﾠstaunch	 ﾠ
Dašnak,	 ﾠremained	 ﾠa	 ﾠromantic	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠand	 ﾠthrough.	 ﾠBoth	 ﾠbrothers	 ﾠwere	 ﾠmaternal	 ﾠuncles	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠ
Vahan	 ﾠTotovents	 ﾠ(1889-ﾭ‐1938),	 ﾠwho	 ﾠworked	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠKeljiks’	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠPaul	 ﾠrug	 ﾠbusiness	 ﾠbetween	 ﾠsemesters	 ﾠ
at	 ﾠthe	 ﾠUniversity	 ﾠof	 ﾠWisconsin–Madison.	 ﾠ	 ﾠA	 ﾠ1922	 ﾠprofile	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠPaul	 ﾠPioneer	 ﾠPress	 ﾠsays	 ﾠthat	 ﾠKrikor	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠa	 ﾠfrequent	 ﾠcontributor	 ﾠof	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠand	 ﾠshort	 ﾠstories	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian-ﾭ‐language	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠpress,	 ﾠ
both	 ﾠnewspapers	 ﾠand	 ﾠmagazines.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠcontributed	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBoston	 ﾠArmenian-ﾭ‐language	 ﾠDašnak	 ﾠpaper	 ﾠ
Hayrenik‘	 ﾠas	 ﾠ“Devrish.”	 ﾠThe	 ﾠbooks	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor’s	 ﾠname	 ﾠas	 ﾠ“Devrish”	 ﾠor	 ﾠ“K.	 ﾠDevrish”,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
some	 ﾠdescription	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠcontent	 ﾠcourtesy	 ﾠof	 ﾠLou	 ﾠAnn	 ﾠMatossian:	 ﾠ
1.	 ﾠTēvrišin	 ﾠK‘eškiwrǝ,	 ﾠBoston:	 ﾠHayrenik‘	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ1930.	 ﾠ	 ﾠThe	 ﾠauthor’s	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠbook.	 ﾠContains	 ﾠa	 ﾠshort	 ﾠnovel,	 ﾠ
Bakhedjin	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠFortune-ﾭ‐teller”)	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠnovella,	 ﾠNouskhan	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠLocket”).	 ﾠBoth	 ﾠworks	 ﾠincorporate	 ﾠ
poems	 ﾠand	 ﾠsongs.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ2.	 ﾠMurmurs	 ﾠof	 ﾠ[the]	 ﾠMuse,	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠPaul:	 ﾠDevrish	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ1941;	 ﾠ2nd	 ﾠedition,	 ﾠ1949.	 ﾠVerse	 ﾠin	 ﾠEnglish,	 ﾠdedicated	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor’s	 ﾠdaughter,	 ﾠSossy	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠKeljik,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠdied	 ﾠyoung.	 ﾠSelf-ﾭ‐published,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtypography,	 ﾠ
printing	 ﾠand	 ﾠbinding	 ﾠall	 ﾠdone	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor’s	 ﾠhand.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
3.	 ﾠŽayṙeru	 ﾠžaṙangǝ	 ﾠ(“Heir	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRocks”),	 ﾠTēvrišin	 ﾠtparan	 ﾠ(=Devrish	 ﾠPress),	 ﾠ1947.	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠcover	 ﾠpage	 ﾠof	 ﾠ“A	 ﾠDervish’s	 ﾠBegging	 ﾠBowl”,	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠaffords	 ﾠa	 ﾠsense,	 ﾠboth	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠromantic	 ﾠ
image	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmystical	 ﾠmendicant,	 ﾠand	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠembodiment	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠlonged-ﾭ‐for	 ﾠconvivencia	 ﾠof	 ﾠChristians	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Muslims—	 ﾠa	 ﾠnotion	 ﾠas	 ﾠwistfully	 ﾠfanciful	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpicture	 ﾠof	 ﾠMuslim,	 ﾠChristian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠJewish	 ﾠharmony	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Spain	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠ1492	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠterm	 ﾠwas	 ﾠcoined.	 ﾠBehind	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdervish	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠromantically	 ﾠhalf-ﾭ‐wild,	 ﾠ
half-ﾭ‐paradisiacal	 ﾠlandscape	 ﾠrise	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpointed,	 ﾠCross-ﾭ‐topped	 ﾠdomes	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠchurches,	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 9	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmountain”,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠjournal	 ﾠMšak	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠCultivator”)	 ﾠNo.	 ﾠ205,	 ﾠ1909.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcomfortably	 ﾠliberal	 ﾠpaper	 ﾠof	 ﾠrecord	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcommunity	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠintelligentsia,	 ﾠcentered	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠand	 ﾠviceregal	 ﾠcapital—	 ﾠErevan	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthen	 ﾠ
still	 ﾠa	 ﾠsleepy	 ﾠprovincial	 ﾠtown.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ1910	 ﾠhe	 ﾠsettled	 ﾠpermanently	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠworking	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
journalist	 ﾠfor	 ﾠMšak,	 ﾠSurhandak	 ﾠ(“Express	 ﾠMessenger”),	 ﾠand	 ﾠKaycer	 ﾠ(“Sparks”).	 ﾠHe	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠhis	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠwife	 ﾠOl’ga	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠand	 ﾠoffered	 ﾠfor	 ﾠsale	 ﾠrecent	 ﾠand	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠworks	 ﾠ(Leonid	 ﾠAndreyev,	 ﾠFëdor	 ﾠSologub,	 ﾠA.	 ﾠKuprin,	 ﾠand	 ﾠothers)	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠtranslation,	 ﾠat	 ﾠprices	 ﾠranging	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthree	 ﾠto	 ﾠeight	 ﾠkopeks—	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmarket	 ﾠ
proved	 ﾠdisappointing.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠalso	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠinto	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworks	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
writers	 ﾠAvetis	 ﾠAharonian	 ﾠand	 ﾠLevon	 ﾠShant	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdramatist	 ﾠShirvanzade.	 ﾠAll	 ﾠthis	 ﾠso	 ﾠ
far	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠstandard	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠtrajectory	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠand	 ﾠplace.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠby	 ﾠthis	 ﾠtime	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠalso	 ﾠbegun	 ﾠinnovative	 ﾠexperiments	 ﾠin	 ﾠwriting:	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
1911	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠwoodenly	 ﾠattacked	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcritics	 ﾠperceived	 ﾠas	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmisuse	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠgrammar,	 ﾠmorphology,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsyntax	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠEruand	 ﾠGōš.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠoffered	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
spirited	 ﾠreply:	 ﾠ“It	 ﾠis	 ﾠmy	 ﾠconviction	 ﾠthat	 ﾠevery	 ﾠnew	 ﾠwriter,	 ﾠif	 ﾠhe	 ﾠis	 ﾠentering	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
literary	 ﾠarena	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠcalling,	 ﾠmust	 ﾠbring	 ﾠnew	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠforms	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhim,	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
masticate	 ﾠand	 ﾠemploy	 ﾠonly	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgenerations	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠhim	 ﾠmasticated	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
used.”	 ﾠWe	 ﾠshould	 ﾠrecall	 ﾠat	 ﾠthis	 ﾠpoint	 ﾠthat	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother	 ﾠpole	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠ
Constantinople,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠTiran	 ﾠČrak‘ean	 ﾠ(Chrakian),	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠunder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
pen	 ﾠname	 ﾠIndra,8	 ﾠhad	 ﾠalso	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠa	 ﾠnovel,	 ﾠNerašxarh	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠInner	 ﾠWorld”)	 ﾠfull	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
neologisms	 ﾠand	 ﾠlinguistic	 ﾠexperiments—	 ﾠand	 ﾠhad	 ﾠweathered	 ﾠexactly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠsort	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠcriticism.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠBlack	 ﾠDervish	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠa	 ﾠFuturist.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnew.	 ﾠFilippo	 ﾠTommaso	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠ(1876-ﾭ‐1944)	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
published	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠmanifesto,	 ﾠin	 ﾠItalian,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1909;9	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠspread	 ﾠ
very	 ﾠquickly	 ﾠacross	 ﾠEurope	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠRussia,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠin	 ﾠDecember	 ﾠ1912	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠ
anthology,	 ﾠPoshchëchina	 ﾠobshchestvennomu	 ﾠvkusu	 ﾠ(“A	 ﾠslap	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠface	 ﾠto	 ﾠpublic	 ﾠ
taste”)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠpublished,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcontributions	 ﾠby	 ﾠKhlebnikov,	 ﾠMayakovsky,	 ﾠDavid	 ﾠ
Burliuk,	 ﾠand	 ﾠothers.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠresounding	 ﾠslap,	 ﾠencouraging	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠ“to	 ﾠthrow	 ﾠ
Pushkin,	 ﾠDostoyevsky,	 ﾠTolstoy,	 ﾠetc.,	 ﾠetc.,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsteamship	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontemporary	 ﾠ
(sovremennost’).”	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsummer,	 ﾠlocal	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠpainted	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠfaces	 ﾠand	 ﾠparaded	 ﾠ
through	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠPetersburg	 ﾠand	 ﾠMoscow,	 ﾠscandalizing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublic.	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠ
Empire	 ﾠgrew	 ﾠquickly	 ﾠto	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠimportance	 ﾠthat	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠlectured	 ﾠin	 ﾠMoscow	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠ1914	 ﾠand	 ﾠlectured	 ﾠthere.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠsummarized	 ﾠhis	 ﾠremarks	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠmanifesto	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠown,	 ﾠInč‘	 ﾠē	 ﾠFut‘urizmǝ?	 ﾠ(“What	 ﾠis	 ﾠFuturism?”),	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠsame	 ﾠyear.	 ﾠ(It	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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which	 ﾠis	 ﾠinspired	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ10th-ﾭ‐century	 ﾠisland	 ﾠchurch	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠHoly	 ﾠCross	 ﾠon	 ﾠAłt‘amar	 ﾠ(Aghtamar)	 ﾠin	 ﾠlake	 ﾠ
Van.	 ﾠ
8	 ﾠThe	 ﾠname	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠanagram	 ﾠin	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠname;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠword	 ﾠon	 ﾠits	 ﾠown	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠalso	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠdragon-ﾭ‐slaying	 ﾠ(vritrahan-ﾭ‐)	 ﾠHindu	 ﾠgod	 ﾠof	 ﾠlightning,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠwas	 ﾠakin	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠZoroastrian	 ﾠ
Vǝrǝthraghna	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠequivcalent	 ﾠof	 ﾠIndra’s	 ﾠVedic	 ﾠepithet),	 ﾠancient	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠVahagn.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠknow	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlater	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠan	 ﾠepic	 ﾠfragment	 ﾠabout	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbirth	 ﾠpreserved	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠclassical	 ﾠhistorian	 ﾠMovsēs	 ﾠ
Xorenac‘i;	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠalso	 ﾠto	 ﾠuse	 ﾠthis	 ﾠsource	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠancient	 ﾠand	 ﾠmythological	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠverses.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠand	 ﾠIndra	 ﾠreflect	 ﾠa	 ﾠwidespread	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnation’s	 ﾠprimordial,	 ﾠpre-ﾭ‐
Christian	 ﾠculture	 ﾠand	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
9	 ﾠTranslated	 ﾠin	 ﾠUmbro	 ﾠApollonio,	 ﾠed.,	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠManifestos,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠViking,	 ﾠ1973,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ19-ﾭ‐24.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 10	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠentirety	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠappendix	 ﾠhere.)	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠastonishing	 ﾠhow	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Tiflis,	 ﾠnearly	 ﾠa	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠthe	 ﾠInternet,	 ﾠstayed	 ﾠabreast	 ﾠof	 ﾠcultural	 ﾠtrends	 ﾠin	 ﾠother	 ﾠ
countries	 ﾠthis	 ﾠway.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠinteresting	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠconnection	 ﾠto	 ﾠmainstream	 ﾠ
Futurism	 ﾠanyway.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠmay	 ﾠjustly	 ﾠcall	 ﾠVelimir	 ﾠKhlebnikov	 ﾠ(1885-ﾭ‐1922)	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
intellectual	 ﾠleader	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠevolving	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠin	 ﾠRussia,	 ﾠat	 ﾠleast	 ﾠas	 ﾠfar	 ﾠas	 ﾠits	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠconcerned;	 ﾠand	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠautobiographical	 ﾠnote,	 ﾠV	 ﾠmoikh	 ﾠzhilakh	 ﾠest’	 ﾠ
armyanskaya	 ﾠkrov’	 ﾠ(Alabovy)	 ﾠi	 ﾠkrov’	 ﾠzaporozhtsev	 ﾠ(Verbitskie)…	 ﾠprinadlezhu	 ﾠk	 ﾠmestu	 ﾠ
Vstrechi	 ﾠVolgi	 ﾠi	 ﾠKaspiya	 ﾠmorya	 ﾠ(Sigai)	 ﾠ“In	 ﾠmy	 ﾠveins	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠblood	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠ
Alabovs)	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblood	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠZaporozhian	 ﾠ[Cossacks]	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠVerbitskys)…	 ﾠI	 ﾠbelong	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠplace	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠVolga	 ﾠmeets	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaspian	 ﾠSea	 ﾠ(Sigai).”10	 ﾠHe	 ﾠendowed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
followers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠSlavic	 ﾠname	 ﾠBudetlyane,	 ﾠ“What-ﾭ‐will-ﾭ‐
be’ers”,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠstudied	 ﾠSanskrit	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠeastern	 ﾠlanguages	 ﾠat	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠPetersburg	 ﾠ
University,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠmany	 ﾠeducated	 ﾠRussians,	 ﾠfairly	 ﾠ
knowledgeable	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthings	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠaside	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbackground.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
important	 ﾠas	 ﾠregards	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwork	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠis	 ﾠthat	 ﾠKhlebnikov,	 ﾠin	 ﾠcollaboration	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠRoman	 ﾠJakobson	 ﾠ(who	 ﾠemigrated	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlater	 ﾠyears	 ﾠworked	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠSlavicist	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠlinguist	 ﾠat	 ﾠHarvard)	 ﾠdevised	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠthey	 ﾠnamed	 ﾠzaum’,	 ﾠor	 ﾠ“transrational”	 ﾠ
language.	 ﾠZaum’	 ﾠborrowed	 ﾠand	 ﾠplayed	 ﾠwith	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠspells,	 ﾠsectarian	 ﾠglossolalic	 ﾠ
incantations,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsecret	 ﾠargots,	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell	 ﾠas	 ﾠstreet	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠand	 ﾠnonsense	 ﾠsyllables.	 ﾠA	 ﾠ
famous	 ﾠexample	 ﾠis	 ﾠhis	 ﾠsong	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRusalki,	 ﾠor	 ﾠundines,	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠ
derangement	 ﾠof	 ﾠlinear,	 ﾠcanonical	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠwas	 ﾠaccompanied	 ﾠby	 ﾠinnovations	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
typography	 ﾠand	 ﾠgraphic	 ﾠdesign:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠcoincided	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCubism	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠPicasso	 ﾠand	 ﾠBraque,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCalligrammes	 ﾠof	 ﾠApollinaire.11	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlatter’s	 ﾠ
poems	 ﾠwere	 ﾠplaced	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpage	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠto	 ﾠecho	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠas	 ﾠimages,	 ﾠas	 ﾠdrawings	 ﾠ
inseparable	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠpoems.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠwas	 ﾠno	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠonly	 ﾠarticulate	 ﾠspeech,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
enfranchised	 ﾠsound;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext	 ﾠitself	 ﾠwas	 ﾠno	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠa	 ﾠconventional	 ﾠpage	 ﾠof	 ﾠhorizontal,	 ﾠ
orthographic	 ﾠlines,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠart	 ﾠthat	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠit,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠan	 ﾠobject	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠ
had	 ﾠto	 ﾠmanipulate	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠfully	 ﾠto	 ﾠappreciate—	 ﾠa	 ﾠkinetic	 ﾠexperiment.12	 ﾠ
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10	 ﾠN.	 ﾠKhardzhiev,	 ﾠed.,	 ﾠVelimir	 ﾠKhlebnikov,	 ﾠNeizdannye	 ﾠproizvedeniya	 ﾠ(“Unpublished	 ﾠWorks”),	 ﾠMoscow:	 ﾠ
Khudozhestvennaya	 ﾠliteratura,	 ﾠ1940,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ352.	 ﾠ
11	 ﾠThe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠartists	 ﾠdrew	 ﾠnot	 ﾠonly	 ﾠon	 ﾠlocal	 ﾠantiquity	 ﾠbut	 ﾠalso	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“primitive”	 ﾠart	 ﾠof	 ﾠdistant	 ﾠ
regions.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠperiod	 ﾠof	 ﾠintense	 ﾠscholarly	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmonolithic	 ﾠmoai	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstill	 ﾠ
undeciphered	 ﾠRongorongo	 ﾠscript	 ﾠof	 ﾠRapa	 ﾠNui	 ﾠ(Easter	 ﾠIsland).	 ﾠGauguin	 ﾠused	 ﾠRongorongo	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
painting,	 ﾠespecially	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠportrait	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠlover,	 ﾠMerahi	 ﾠmetua	 ﾠno	 ﾠTehamana	 ﾠ(Tahitian,	 ﾠ
“Ancestral	 ﾠGuardians	 ﾠof	 ﾠTehamana”),	 ﾠ1893	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠSuzanne	 ﾠGreub,	 ﾠed.,	 ﾠGauguin	 ﾠPolynesia,	 ﾠMunich:	 ﾠ
Hirmer,	 ﾠ2011,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ221	 ﾠpl.	 ﾠ205,	 ﾠdiscussion	 ﾠon	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ166-ﾭ‐168);	 ﾠand	 ﾠVasilii	 ﾠKandinsky	 ﾠexperimented	 ﾠwith	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlife:	 ﾠlines	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠown	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠRongorongo	 ﾠappear	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfinal,	 ﾠunfinished	 ﾠwatercolor	 ﾠ
(illustrated	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠPeg	 ﾠWeiss,	 ﾠKandinsky	 ﾠand	 ﾠOld	 ﾠRussia:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠArtist	 ﾠas	 ﾠEthnographer	 ﾠand	 ﾠShaman,	 ﾠ
New	 ﾠHaven:	 ﾠYale	 ﾠUniversity	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ1995,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ209,	 ﾠpl.	 ﾠ202)	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠpost-ﾭ‐Futurist	 ﾠmeta-ﾭ‐text.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
painter	 ﾠsought	 ﾠ“an	 ﾠart	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠa	 ﾠdirect	 ﾠequivalence	 ﾠbetween	 ﾠsign	 ﾠand	 ﾠreferent	 ﾠcould	 ﾠexist,	 ﾠone	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠbelieved	 ﾠwould,	 ﾠin	 ﾠeffect,	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠnon-ﾭ‐discursive	 ﾠand	 ﾠuniversal	 ﾠlanguage”	 ﾠ(Simon	 ﾠMorley,	 ﾠWriting	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠWall:	 ﾠword	 ﾠand	 ﾠimage	 ﾠin	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠart,	 ﾠBerkeley	 ﾠand	 ﾠLos	 ﾠAngeles:	 ﾠUniversity	 ﾠof	 ﾠCalifornia	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ
2003,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ35).	 ﾠThe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠIl’ya	 ﾠZdanevich	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠa	 ﾠplay,	 ﾠOstraf	 ﾠPaskhi	 ﾠ(in	 ﾠphoneticized	 ﾠRussian,	 ﾠ
translatable	 ﾠas	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠlike	 ﾠ“Easter	 ﾠEyeland”),	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠmain	 ﾠcharacters	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠsculptor	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠ
Susan	 ﾠP.	 ﾠCompton,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠWorld	 ﾠBackwards:	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠBooks	 ﾠ1912-ﾭ‐16,	 ﾠLondon:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠBritish	 ﾠ
Library,	 ﾠ1978,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ62).	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
12	 ﾠSee	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexcursus	 ﾠhere	 ﾠon	 ﾠvisual	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠand	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠmanuscripts	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsource	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
design	 ﾠand	 ﾠintended	 ﾠkinetic	 ﾠqualities	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠtexts.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 11	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Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠquickly	 ﾠto	 ﾠadapt	 ﾠzaum’	 ﾠto	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠusing	 ﾠnative	 ﾠsources	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠreferences	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠurban	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠof	 ﾠpolyglottic,	 ﾠexotic	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠinvoking	 ﾠalso	 ﾠ
musical	 ﾠinstruments	 ﾠand	 ﾠchords	 ﾠto	 ﾠimply	 ﾠan	 ﾠadditional	 ﾠdimension	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsound	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠpoems.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠplay	 ﾠwith	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠtypefaces,	 ﾠsizes,	 ﾠand	 ﾠorientations	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠletters,	 ﾠinviting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠto	 ﾠsee	 ﾠthem	 ﾠas	 ﾠpictures;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreciter,	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
attempt	 ﾠa	 ﾠchanted,	 ﾠmusically	 ﾠexperimental	 ﾠrendition.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠare	 ﾠself-ﾭ‐described	 ﾠ
incantations,	 ﾠtoo;	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠwords	 ﾠof	 ﾠknown	 ﾠsemantic	 ﾠvalue	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠvoces	 ﾠmysticae—	 ﾠmantric	 ﾠ“nonsense”	 ﾠwords—	 ﾠare	 ﾠoften	 ﾠwritten	 ﾠin	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠ
directions	 ﾠand	 ﾠpatterns	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠassociation	 ﾠwith	 ﾠother	 ﾠgraphic	 ﾠdesigns	 ﾠ(cf.	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsigils	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠwestern	 ﾠgrimoires—	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠritual	 ﾠbooks	 ﾠof	 ﾠpracticing	 ﾠwitches).	 ﾠOne	 ﾠrecalls	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠRimbaud	 ﾠwas	 ﾠso	 ﾠdisappointed	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠexercise	 ﾠvisible,	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠ
power	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠgave	 ﾠup	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠand	 ﾠleft	 ﾠFrance	 ﾠto	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠa	 ﾠgun	 ﾠrunner	 ﾠand	 ﾠslave	 ﾠ
trader	 ﾠin	 ﾠAbyssinia.	 ﾠAnother	 ﾠresident	 ﾠof	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime,	 ﾠthough,	 ﾠdid	 ﾠemploy	 ﾠboth	 ﾠ
painted	 ﾠshapes	 ﾠand	 ﾠmystical,	 ﾠchanted	 ﾠwords—	 ﾠsome	 ﾠof	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠArmenian—	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
purpose	 ﾠof	 ﾠpsychological	 ﾠgrowth	 ﾠand	 ﾠtransformation,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmaking	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
enlightened	 ﾠman.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠwas	 ﾠGeorge	 ﾠGurdjieff	 ﾠ(1866-ﾭ‐1949),	 ﾠborn	 ﾠat	 ﾠAlexandropol	 ﾠ
(later	 ﾠLeninakan,	 ﾠnow	 ﾠKumayri,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRepublic	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenia),	 ﾠran	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmystical	 ﾠschool	 ﾠ
for	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠdecamping	 ﾠto	 ﾠParis	 ﾠafter	 ﾠthe	 ﾠestablishment	 ﾠof	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠ
rule.	 ﾠGurdjieff	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠname	 ﾠis	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ“Georgian”,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠRussified	 ﾠending)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
completely	 ﾠfluent	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠhis	 ﾠethnicity	 ﾠis	 ﾠoften	 ﾠgiven	 ﾠas	 ﾠGreek.13	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠMoscow	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠvisited	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1914—	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠas	 ﾠnoted	 ﾠabove,	 ﾠ
wrote	 ﾠand	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠpamphlet	 ﾠInč‘	 ﾠē	 ﾠfuturizmǝ,	 ﾠ“What	 ﾠis	 ﾠFuturism?”	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠ
year.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠsummary	 ﾠof	 ﾠMarinetti’s	 ﾠviews,	 ﾠor	 ﾠthose	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussians,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠmanifesto	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠown,	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠFuturism.	 ﾠIts	 ﾠcombative,	 ﾠscandal-ﾭ‐mongering	 ﾠstyle	 ﾠ
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13	 ﾠIn	 ﾠhis	 ﾠautobiographical	 ﾠMeetings	 ﾠwith	 ﾠRemarkable	 ﾠMen,	 ﾠGurdjieff	 ﾠclaims	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfather	 ﾠAdash	 ﾠwas	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
ashugh	 ﾠ(musician	 ﾠand	 ﾠbard)	 ﾠwho	 ﾠsang	 ﾠat	 ﾠVan	 ﾠand	 ﾠKars,	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠKarabagh,	 ﾠand	 ﾠkept	 ﾠalive	 ﾠan	 ﾠoral	 ﾠ
tradition	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstories	 ﾠof	 ﾠGilgamesh.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠworked	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠKars-ﾭ‐Karakilise-ﾭ‐Tiflis	 ﾠrailway,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
claimed	 ﾠto	 ﾠhave	 ﾠfound	 ﾠbooks	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠancient	 ﾠand	 ﾠincomprehensible	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠof	 ﾠFather	 ﾠTelvant	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠSarmoung	 ﾠBrotherhood:	 ﾠthese	 ﾠwere	 ﾠhidden	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠcave	 ﾠblocked	 ﾠwith	 ﾠstones	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠruins	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
medieval	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmetropolis	 ﾠof	 ﾠAni.	 ﾠElsewhere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠrefers	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠbook	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠMerhavat,	 ﾠi.e.,	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠmer	 ﾠ
hawat(k‘),	 ﾠ“our	 ﾠfaith”	 ﾠ(cf.	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠthe	 ﾠClas.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠKnik‘	 ﾠhawatoy,	 ﾠ“Seal	 ﾠof	 ﾠfaith”);	 ﾠand	 ﾠArmenisms	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠ
kind	 ﾠabound	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhuge	 ﾠtome,	 ﾠBeelzebub’s	 ﾠTales	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠGrandson.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmentions	 ﾠa	 ﾠreligious	 ﾠ
festival	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠZadik,	 ﾠi.e.,	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠZatik,	 ﾠ“Easter”	 ﾠ(Voltaire	 ﾠhad	 ﾠliked	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠword,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠcf.	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
Zadig);	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreal	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplanet	 ﾠMars	 ﾠis	 ﾠMdnel-ﾭ‐outianlink,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠmtnel	 ﾠ“to	 ﾠenter”	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
abstract	 ﾠnominal	 ﾠending	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgenitive,	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐ut‘ean.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠare	 ﾠjust	 ﾠexamples	 ﾠdrawn	 ﾠat	 ﾠrandom.	 ﾠGurdjieff	 ﾠ
claimed	 ﾠto	 ﾠhave	 ﾠseen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwritings	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpythonesses	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠImastuns	 ﾠ(cf.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠimastun,	 ﾠ“wise”),	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠcould	 ﾠbe	 ﾠin	 ﾠfour	 ﾠdirections	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠpage,	 ﾠdepending	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdirection	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
receiving	 ﾠa	 ﾠcommunication—	 ﾠthis	 ﾠcould	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠreference	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠmulti-ﾭ‐directional	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠtext.	 ﾠ
Few	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠflamboyant	 ﾠmystic-ﾭ‐writer-ﾭ‐painter-ﾭ‐musician-ﾭ‐adventurer’s	 ﾠclaims	 ﾠcan	 ﾠbe	 ﾠverified,	 ﾠthough;	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠGurdjieff	 ﾠenjoyed	 ﾠplaying	 ﾠgames	 ﾠof	 ﾠmystification:	 ﾠsee	 ﾠColin	 ﾠWilson,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠOccult:	 ﾠA	 ﾠHistory,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠ
York:	 ﾠRandom	 ﾠHouse,	 ﾠ1971,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ385.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠway	 ﾠto	 ﾠcontextualize	 ﾠGurdjieff,	 ﾠperhaps,	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠcompare	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
wild	 ﾠtales,	 ﾠextravagant	 ﾠcosmologies,	 ﾠand	 ﾠpolyglottic	 ﾠinventions	 ﾠto	 ﾠthose	 ﾠof	 ﾠAli	 ﾠMirdrekvandi,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠ
long	 ﾠnovels,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmixtures	 ﾠof	 ﾠPersian,	 ﾠKurdish,	 ﾠand	 ﾠpossibly	 ﾠMithraic	 ﾠand	 ﾠZurvanite	 ﾠmythology,	 ﾠ
baffled	 ﾠand	 ﾠentranced	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠIranist	 ﾠR.C.	 ﾠZaehner.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠa	 ﾠForeword	 ﾠto	 ﾠone,	 ﾠNo	 ﾠHeaven	 ﾠ
for	 ﾠGunga	 ﾠDin	 ﾠ(New	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠE.P.	 ﾠDutton,	 ﾠ1965);	 ﾠmany	 ﾠothers	 ﾠlanguish	 ﾠunpublished	 ﾠat	 ﾠOxford.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 12	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠdoubtless	 ﾠintended	 ﾠto	 ﾠattract	 ﾠattention	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠofficial	 ﾠpress;	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
provocative	 ﾠattack	 ﾠon	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠtraditional	 ﾠculture,	 ﾠvalues,	 ﾠand	 ﾠmorality	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsingles	 ﾠ
out	 ﾠfor	 ﾠridicule	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeloved	 ﾠelder	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠletters,	 ﾠYovhannēs	 ﾠT‘umanean	 ﾠ
(Hovhannes	 ﾠTumanian)	 ﾠand	 ﾠderides	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpopularity	 ﾠof	 ﾠashugh	 ﾠpoetry—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsongs	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
bards	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠas	 ﾠTiflis’	 ﾠson,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠNova.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠto	 ﾠassume	 ﾠthat	 ﾠbardic	 ﾠ
mantle,	 ﾠdeclaring	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠan	 ﾠashugh	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthentic	 ﾠand	 ﾠunmediated	 ﾠvoice	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠpeople;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠconsistency	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbugbear	 ﾠof	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠminds.	 ﾠIf	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpurpose	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠto	 ﾠstart	 ﾠa	 ﾠfight	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠestablishment,	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsuccess.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠ
historian	 ﾠGaregin	 ﾠLewonean	 ﾠ(Levonian),	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠworks	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠashugh	 ﾠgenre	 ﾠare	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
fundamental	 ﾠimportance,	 ﾠfound	 ﾠthese	 ﾠassaults	 ﾠboth	 ﾠtrivial	 ﾠand	 ﾠoffensive.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠ
excoriated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠactivity	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠas	 ﾠōyinbazut‘iwn	 ﾠgełaruesti	 ﾠtačarum	 ﾠ
(“tomfoolery	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtemple	 ﾠof	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart”)	 ﾠand	 ﾠfumed	 ﾠin	 ﾠrussified	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠat	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
šaṙlatanut‘iwn,	 ﾠšantaž	 ﾠ(“charlatanry	 ﾠand	 ﾠblackmail”)	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠarticle	 ﾠin	 ﾠGełaruest	 ﾠ(“Fine	 ﾠ
Art”)	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1916	 ﾠthat	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠhas	 ﾠcited.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠofficial	 ﾠdoctrine	 ﾠof	 ﾠSocialist	 ﾠRealism,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
its	 ﾠstress	 ﾠon	 ﾠclarity	 ﾠand	 ﾠrealism,	 ﾠand	 ﾠits	 ﾠcontempt	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ“formalism”	 ﾠ(art	 ﾠfor	 ﾠart’s	 ﾠsake,	 ﾠ
as	 ﾠit	 ﾠwere),	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠembrace	 ﾠLevonian	 ﾠand	 ﾠTumanian,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠby	 ﾠany	 ﾠfault	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠto	 ﾠcelebrate	 ﾠthe	 ﾠepic	 ﾠand	 ﾠballadic	 ﾠrecitations	 ﾠof	 ﾠunlettered	 ﾠbards	 ﾠ“from	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
people”.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠStalinism	 ﾠconsigned	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcircle	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdustbin	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
history—	 ﾠsome	 ﾠof	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠliteral	 ﾠconcentration	 ﾠcamp	 ﾠdust	 ﾠ(Rus.	 ﾠlagernaya	 ﾠpyl’)	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGulag.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠhis	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠŠrēš-ﾭ‐blur	 ﾠ(“Asphodel	 ﾠHill”)	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1914:	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
translated	 ﾠan	 ﾠannotated	 ﾠhere	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠappendix	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext	 ﾠis	 ﾠprovided	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
illustrations.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠKeank‘i	 ﾠǰutakǝ	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠViolin	 ﾠof	 ﾠLife”),	 ﾠ1917,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
conventional	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠattracted	 ﾠno	 ﾠattention	 ﾠ(perhaps	 ﾠnot	 ﾠsurprising,	 ﾠ
considering	 ﾠrecent	 ﾠevents,	 ﾠincluding	 ﾠa	 ﾠworld	 ﾠwar,	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠrevolutions	 ﾠin	 ﾠRussia,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠGenocide	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠyears	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter).	 ﾠIt	 ﾠdeals	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠlonely,	 ﾠmiddle-ﾭ‐aged	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠbroken	 ﾠby	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠbereavement	 ﾠand	 ﾠleading	 ﾠa	 ﾠweary	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠspirits	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
neglected,	 ﾠdecrepit	 ﾠbody	 ﾠrevive	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmeets	 ﾠa	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠwoman.	 ﾠFree	 ﾠ
love	 ﾠwas	 ﾠvery	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠprogram;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠis	 ﾠprobably	 ﾠright	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠassertion	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠhere	 ﾠwas	 ﾠinspired	 ﾠmore	 ﾠby	 ﾠMikhail	 ﾠ
Artsybashev’s	 ﾠsoftly	 ﾠpornographic	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠSanin	 ﾠ(1907)—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFanny	 ﾠHill	 ﾠor	 ﾠLady	 ﾠ
Chatterley’s	 ﾠLover	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠday—	 ﾠthan	 ﾠby	 ﾠmore	 ﾠsophisticated	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde	 ﾠworks.14	 ﾠKara	 ﾠ
Darviš	 ﾠwelcomed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠRevolution	 ﾠfor	 ﾠits	 ﾠerotic	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell	 ﾠas	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠand	 ﾠeconomic	 ﾠ
possibilities,	 ﾠthinking	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠlead	 ﾠthe	 ﾠship	 ﾠof	 ﾠhumanity	 ﾠ(on	 ﾠwhich,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠrecall,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
had	 ﾠjust	 ﾠmade	 ﾠ19th-ﾭ‐century	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠwalk	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplank)	 ﾠto	 ﾠdock	 ﾠat	 ﾠa	 ﾠsiroy	 ﾠ
nawahangist,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ“safe	 ﾠhaven	 ﾠof	 ﾠlove”.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠa	 ﾠlecture	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1918	 ﾠor	 ﾠ1919	 ﾠentitled	 ﾠ“Prologue”,	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠwrites,	 ﾠ“A	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠenergy	 ﾠis	 ﾠacting,	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠforward	 ﾠpush	 ﾠis	 ﾠemerging	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
man,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠman	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠforce	 ﾠof	 ﾠthought	 ﾠand	 ﾠstruggle,	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠborn.	 ﾠI	 ﾠside	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
conviction	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠadvancing	 ﾠand	 ﾠexpanding	 ﾠamong	 ﾠoppressed	 ﾠpeoples,	 ﾠbe	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠoppression	 ﾠmoral	 ﾠor	 ﾠeconomic.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
14	 ﾠThis	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠdownplay	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnearly	 ﾠforgotten	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠsexual	 ﾠrevolution	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠ(overshadowed	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠsubsequent	 ﾠStalinist	 ﾠpuritanism	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠday	 ﾠhypocrisies	 ﾠof	 ﾠRussia	 ﾠalla	 ﾠputinesca),	 ﾠthat	 ﾠgave	 ﾠ
us	 ﾠMikhail	 ﾠKuzmin’s	 ﾠgay	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠKryl’ya	 ﾠ(“Wings”),	 ﾠNabokov	 ﾠpère’s	 ﾠlegislative	 ﾠproject	 ﾠto	 ﾠdecriminalize	 ﾠ
homosexuality,	 ﾠand	 ﾠNijinsky.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 13	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Georgia	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠunite,	 ﾠthough,	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠhappy	 ﾠconjugal	 ﾠembrace	 ﾠwith	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠ
Russia,	 ﾠat	 ﾠleast	 ﾠnot	 ﾠat	 ﾠfirst.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠdeclared	 ﾠindependence	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsocialist/nationalist	 ﾠ
republic	 ﾠruled	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMensheviks,	 ﾠideological	 ﾠopponents	 ﾠof	 ﾠLenin;	 ﾠso	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠ
became	 ﾠa	 ﾠsafe	 ﾠhaven	 ﾠindeed	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwriters	 ﾠand	 ﾠartists	 ﾠwho	 ﾠfound	 ﾠLenin’s	 ﾠred	 ﾠterror	 ﾠ
something	 ﾠless	 ﾠthan	 ﾠa	 ﾠlove-ﾭ‐fest.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠhabitué	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠshort-ﾭ‐lived	 ﾠ
Fantastic	 ﾠLittle	 ﾠTavern,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠrecited	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠand	 ﾠmixed	 ﾠwith	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
other	 ﾠartists,	 ﾠsocialites,	 ﾠand	 ﾠeccentrics,	 ﾠmost	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠhad	 ﾠfled	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBolsheviks.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
poet	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠdeclamatory	 ﾠverses	 ﾠat	 ﾠonce	 ﾠboastful	 ﾠand	 ﾠmeek—	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas,	 ﾠafter	 ﾠall,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
dervish—	 ﾠand	 ﾠthese	 ﾠtypify	 ﾠhis	 ﾠrecitations	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrowded	 ﾠtavern,	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠfriendly	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
appreciative	 ﾠaudience.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠof	 ﾠ14	 ﾠMay	 ﾠ1921	 ﾠ“Who	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhero?”	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠ
declares,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠhero	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠone	 ﾠwho	 ﾠshatters	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠlaw	 ﾠand	 ﾠtramples	 ﾠit	 ﾠunderfoot,	 ﾠ
who	 ﾠconverses	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstars	 ﾠand	 ﾠchampions	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlaw;	 ﾠwho	 ﾠgoes	 ﾠout	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstreet	 ﾠ
naked	 ﾠand	 ﾠcrazy	 ﾠand	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrowd,	 ﾠtreading	 ﾠunderfoot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠclothing	 ﾠof	 ﾠlaw	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
order	 ﾠmen	 ﾠhave	 ﾠworn	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠthousand	 ﾠyears.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠanarchic,	 ﾠlawless,	 ﾠmad	 ﾠman:	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠhero.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
There	 ﾠis	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠof	 ﾠNietzsche’s	 ﾠÜbermensch,	 ﾠhis	 ﾠSuperman	 ﾠZarathustra,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
this,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠemphatically	 ﾠnot	 ﾠa	 ﾠNietzschean;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠmatters	 ﾠ
much	 ﾠmore,	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠso	 ﾠstriking	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoignant,	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanner	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
poet	 ﾠforeshadows	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtremendous	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠverses	 ﾠof	 ﾠAllen	 ﾠGinsberg’s	 ﾠHowl,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠclarion	 ﾠ
call	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠgeneration	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠtransform	 ﾠand	 ﾠliberate	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠculture	 ﾠirreversibly	 ﾠand	 ﾠforever:	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠsaw	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbest	 ﾠminds	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠgeneration	 ﾠ
destroyed	 ﾠby	 ﾠmadness,	 ﾠstarving	 ﾠhysterical	 ﾠnaked…	 ﾠ	 ﾠangelheaded	 ﾠhipsters	 ﾠburning	 ﾠ
for	 ﾠthe	 ﾠancient	 ﾠheavenly	 ﾠconnection	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstarry	 ﾠdynamo	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmachinery	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
night…”	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš’	 ﾠconception	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠof	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstudy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠ
national	 ﾠrefractions	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠfor	 ﾠits	 ﾠcritique	 ﾠof	 ﾠmainstream,	 ﾠ“bourgeois”	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠculture.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠwider	 ﾠand	 ﾠgreater	 ﾠsignificance,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠhe	 ﾠproposes	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
undermine	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsterile,	 ﾠhypocritical,	 ﾠwestern-ﾭ‐oriented	 ﾠculture	 ﾠby	 ﾠembracing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Near	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠmusic,	 ﾠdrama,	 ﾠand	 ﾠstorytelling	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmasses	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠday	 ﾠ
loved.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanifesto	 ﾠArewelk‘ǝ	 ﾠibrew	 ﾠałbiwr	 ﾠnor	 ﾠgełaruesti	 ﾠew	 ﾠstełcagorcut‘ean	 ﾠ
(Hin	 ﾠgoynerǝ	 ﾠnor	 ﾠp‘ayli	 ﾠtak)	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠEast	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsource	 ﾠof	 ﾠnew	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠcreativity—	 ﾠ
Old	 ﾠcolors	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠshine”,	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠappendix	 ﾠhere),	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠaddresses	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsometimes	 ﾠnaïve,	 ﾠsometimes	 ﾠdisingenuous	 ﾠtendency	 ﾠof	 ﾠurbanized,	 ﾠsophisticated	 ﾠ
Armenians	 ﾠslavishly	 ﾠto	 ﾠape	 ﾠthe	 ﾠarts,	 ﾠletters,	 ﾠand	 ﾠfashions	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠWest	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠderide	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠlocal,	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠculture	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlower	 ﾠclasses,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠits	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠIranian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠTurco-ﾭ‐
Tatar	 ﾠroots.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠrepeatedly	 ﾠpraises	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠAzeri	 ﾠromantic	 ﾠoperetta	 ﾠArshin	 ﾠMal	 ﾠ
Alan,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠeverywhere	 ﾠadored	 ﾠ(Western	 ﾠand	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
translations	 ﾠwere	 ﾠprinted;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsheet	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠwas	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠin	 ﾠfaraway	 ﾠAmerica,	 ﾠ
too),	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠofficial	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠculture	 ﾠdisdained.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthis	 ﾠanalysis	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠcivilizational	 ﾠ
inferiority	 ﾠcomplex	 ﾠinternalized	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠanticipates	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsimilar	 ﾠanalyses	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpolemical	 ﾠworks	 ﾠGharbzadegī	 ﾠ(Persian,	 ﾠ“Stricken	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwest”,	 ﾠ1962),	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 14	 ﾠ
Iranian	 ﾠeducator	 ﾠJalāl	 ﾠĀl-ﾭ‐e	 ﾠAḥmad	 ﾠ(1923-ﾭ‐1969);	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontroversial	 ﾠpolemic	 ﾠ
Orientalism,	 ﾠby	 ﾠEdward	 ﾠSaid.15	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš	 ﾠcomposed	 ﾠin	 ﾠstandard	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠgenerous,	 ﾠoceanic,	 ﾠfraternally	 ﾠloving	 ﾠegotism,	 ﾠrecall	 ﾠWhitman	 ﾠ(whom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠknew)	 ﾠand	 ﾠBlake	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠhim	 ﾠ(whom	 ﾠhe	 ﾠalmost	 ﾠcertainly	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot);	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠaphorisms	 ﾠare	 ﾠsuffused	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠof	 ﾠNietzsche’s	 ﾠThe	 ﾠJoyful	 ﾠWisdom	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Zarathustra.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠthat	 ﾠexperiment	 ﾠwith	 ﾠnonsense	 ﾠwords	 ﾠand	 ﾠdiverse	 ﾠ
typographies,	 ﾠwhich,	 ﾠas	 ﾠnoted,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠbegan	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyear	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠvisited	 ﾠMoscow	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠvisited	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠwere	 ﾠinspired	 ﾠby	 ﾠzaum’,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“transrational”	 ﾠ
language	 ﾠof	 ﾠKhlebnikov	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠand	 ﾠwriters.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠdrew	 ﾠupon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
fanciful	 ﾠsound	 ﾠcombinations,	 ﾠglossolalia,	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠspells	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠmermaids	 ﾠ(rusalki),	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsecret	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠof	 ﾠsectarians	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFlagellants.	 ﾠAccordingly,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš	 ﾠ
tapped	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsources	 ﾠand	 ﾠresources	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠown,	 ﾠancient	 ﾠlanguage—	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
mythology	 ﾠand	 ﾠoral	 ﾠepic	 ﾠpreserved	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwritings	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠhistorian	 ﾠMovsēs	 ﾠ
Xorenac‘i,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcadences,	 ﾠimages,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsound	 ﾠpatterns	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠincantations.	 ﾠ
He	 ﾠalso	 ﾠdrank	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠneo-ﾭ‐pagan	 ﾠsprings	 ﾠof	 ﾠcontemporary	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
literature,	 ﾠespecially	 ﾠthe	 ﾠHet‘anos	 ﾠerger	 ﾠ(“Heathen	 ﾠSongs”)	 ﾠof	 ﾠDaniel	 ﾠVaruzhan,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠmurdered	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1915	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠTurks.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠwork	 ﾠinspired,	 ﾠin	 ﾠturn,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyounger	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠYeghishe	 ﾠCharents,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠacquainted	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhim	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarwiš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠcontent	 ﾠmerely	 ﾠto	 ﾠwrite	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠin	 ﾠnon-ﾭ‐traditional	 ﾠform;	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠaltered	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠvision	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠart	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠtype	 ﾠof	 ﾠproduction	 ﾠand	 ﾠdistribution,	 ﾠ
printing	 ﾠthem	 ﾠon	 ﾠpostcards	 ﾠand	 ﾠselling	 ﾠthem	 ﾠin	 ﾠfront	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcinema	 ﾠand	 ﾠopera	 ﾠhouses	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠTiflis.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoet’s	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠKostan	 ﾠZarian	 ﾠdescribes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspectacle	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠ
Anc‘ordǝ	 ﾠew	 ﾠir	 ﾠčamban	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠpasserby	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠroad”):	 ﾠ“Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠis	 ﾠselling	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
poems	 ﾠand	 ﾠpostcards16	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdoors	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠbig	 ﾠmovie	 ﾠtheater.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠ[sic!	 ﾠThe	 ﾠword	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠan	 ﾠepithet,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠa	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠname]	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠunique	 ﾠphenomenon	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠliterature:	 ﾠa	 ﾠhero,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠany	 ﾠcase	 ﾠa	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠrebel.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠman	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrealm	 ﾠof	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠ
prejudice,	 ﾠdevoid	 ﾠneither	 ﾠof	 ﾠtalent	 ﾠnor	 ﾠof	 ﾠgeneral	 ﾠeducation.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
merchant,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfossilized	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠschoolmaster,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterati	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Caucasus,	 ﾠslithering	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠtable	 ﾠto	 ﾠtable	 ﾠin	 ﾠclubs	 ﾠand	 ﾠsalivating,	 ﾠlook	 ﾠupon	 ﾠhim	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ	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15	 ﾠIt	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠde	 ﾠrigueur	 ﾠin	 ﾠdepartments	 ﾠof	 ﾠNear	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠstudies	 ﾠto	 ﾠpay	 ﾠhomage	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlate	 ﾠProf.	 ﾠ
Said,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbook	 ﾠis	 ﾠdisingenuous.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠpurports	 ﾠto	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArabs	 ﾠas	 ﾠhapless	 ﾠvictims	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
imperialist	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠproject,	 ﾠsupported	 ﾠby	 ﾠacademics	 ﾠspecializing	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstudy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMiddle	 ﾠEast	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Islam.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcarefully	 ﾠneglected	 ﾠto	 ﾠmention	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthat	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ19th	 ﾠand	 ﾠearly	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
powerful	 ﾠempire,	 ﾠOttoman	 ﾠTurkey,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠany	 ﾠArab	 ﾠpolity,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠplayer	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠregion.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠ
ignores	 ﾠalso	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmass	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠChristians	 ﾠby	 ﾠthat	 ﾠIslamic	 ﾠstate	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Islam,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠproperly	 ﾠoutraged	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconscience	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcivilized	 ﾠworld.	 ﾠSaid	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠvocal	 ﾠand	 ﾠvenomous	 ﾠ
Palestinian	 ﾠArab	 ﾠactivist,	 ﾠand	 ﾠas	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠexpected	 ﾠto	 ﾠgive	 ﾠIsrael—	 ﾠhis	 ﾠadversary—	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
fair	 ﾠhearing.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠunacceptable	 ﾠthat	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠscholar	 ﾠhe	 ﾠdeliberately	 ﾠobscured	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrole	 ﾠof	 ﾠZionism	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠnational	 ﾠliberation	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠseverely	 ﾠoppressed	 ﾠNear	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠfacing	 ﾠimminent	 ﾠ
genocide.	 ﾠOrientalism	 ﾠmakes	 ﾠimportant	 ﾠpoints.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠclassic	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠpolemic.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠequally	 ﾠ
an	 ﾠexample	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo	 ﾠscholarship.	 ﾠ
16	 ﾠLiterally,	 ﾠbac‘	 ﾠnamakner	 ﾠ“open	 ﾠletters”,	 ﾠa	 ﾠcalque	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠotkrytoye	 ﾠpis’mo;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
abbreviated	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠdiminutive	 ﾠending	 ﾠto	 ﾠotkrytka,	 ﾠand	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠfollows	 ﾠsuit	 ﾠwith	 ﾠbac‘ik.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 15	 ﾠ
scorn	 ﾠand	 ﾠridicule.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠhe	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhero.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreal	 ﾠsuccessor	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdervishes	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
bards.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠpreserves	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhonor	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoet.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠis	 ﾠour	 ﾠconscience.”17	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ After	 ﾠthe	 ﾠOctober	 ﾠRevolution	 ﾠmany	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde	 ﾠwriters	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
painters	 ﾠemigrated,	 ﾠsome	 ﾠsettling	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis.	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnoted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdebt	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Armenians	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠTranscaucasus	 ﾠ
learned	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠhosts,	 ﾠtoo.	 ﾠVasilii	 ﾠKamensky’s	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠsketch	 ﾠmap	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠcity,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhe	 ﾠstyles	 ﾠa	 ﾠ“poem	 ﾠin	 ﾠreinforced	 ﾠconcrete”	 ﾠ(his	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠsketch	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Sun,	 ﾠdiscussed	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠExcursus	 ﾠon	 ﾠvisual	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠbears	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠtitle),	 ﾠnotes	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠlocation	 ﾠof	 ﾠfavorite	 ﾠhangouts,	 ﾠand	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfoot	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdrawing	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠtransliteration	 ﾠ
into	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠword	 ﾠerǰankut‘iwn,	 ﾠ“happiness”.18	 ﾠSo	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠmixed	 ﾠand	 ﾠthere	 ﾠseems	 ﾠto	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠsome	 ﾠlinguistic	 ﾠinterchange—	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
just	 ﾠCaucasian	 ﾠpeoples	 ﾠlearning	 ﾠand	 ﾠusing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠImperial	 ﾠruler,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
Russians	 ﾠtaking	 ﾠa	 ﾠkeen	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠancient	 ﾠcultures	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠhosts.19	 ﾠThe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠ
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17Erker	 ﾠ(“Works”),	 ﾠAnt‘ilias	 ﾠ(Antelias,	 ﾠLebanon),	 ﾠ1975,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ94),	 ﾠcit.	 ﾠby	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠ2009,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ196,	 ﾠ273.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠ
might	 ﾠadumbrate	 ﾠhere	 ﾠa	 ﾠvexing	 ﾠquestion.	 ﾠA	 ﾠman	 ﾠproclaimed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconscience	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠ
might	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠexpected	 ﾠto	 ﾠspeak,	 ﾠno,	 ﾠscream,	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgenocidal	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Ottoman	 ﾠEmpire,	 ﾠtaking	 ﾠplace	 ﾠjust	 ﾠacross	 ﾠthe	 ﾠborder.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠmassacres	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1894-ﾭ‐1896	 ﾠwere	 ﾠalive	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
memory	 ﾠand	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠalerted	 ﾠpublic	 ﾠattention	 ﾠto	 ﾠthis	 ﾠsecond,	 ﾠincomparably	 ﾠgreater	 ﾠdisaster.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
events	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1915	 ﾠand	 ﾠafter	 ﾠwere	 ﾠwell	 ﾠknown:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmass	 ﾠkillings	 ﾠand	 ﾠdeportations	 ﾠwere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
British	 ﾠparliamentary	 ﾠinquiries	 ﾠand	 ﾠmade	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfront	 ﾠpages	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld’s	 ﾠpapers,	 ﾠincluding	 ﾠThe	 ﾠNew	 ﾠ
York	 ﾠTimes	 ﾠand	 ﾠThe	 ﾠBoston	 ﾠGlobe.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠnot	 ﾠonly	 ﾠread	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠof	 ﾠDaniel	 ﾠVaruzhan—	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠvictims—	 ﾠhe	 ﾠeven	 ﾠused	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠin	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠa	 ﾠline	 ﾠin	 ﾠhomage	 ﾠto	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠ
had	 ﾠorganized	 ﾠa	 ﾠvolunteer	 ﾠcorps	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠarmy	 ﾠto	 ﾠassist	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠcompatriots;	 ﾠand	 ﾠrefugees	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
Van	 ﾠand	 ﾠelsewhere	 ﾠwere	 ﾠflooding	 ﾠinto	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠArmenia.	 ﾠEven	 ﾠso,	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriters	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠand	 ﾠelsewhere	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠEmpire	 ﾠreact	 ﾠand	 ﾠrespond	 ﾠcommensurately	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreatest	 ﾠ
catastrophe	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠhistory?	 ﾠSurely	 ﾠthey	 ﾠhad	 ﾠenough	 ﾠto	 ﾠoccupy	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠattention;	 ﾠperhaps,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠminds	 ﾠsimply	 ﾠcould	 ﾠnot	 ﾠcomprehend	 ﾠthe	 ﾠscale	 ﾠof	 ﾠevents	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwere	 ﾠstill	 ﾠunfolding.	 ﾠDid	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠ
banal	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠqualities	 ﾠof	 ﾠindifference	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsuffering	 ﾠof	 ﾠothers,	 ﾠa	 ﾠlack	 ﾠof	 ﾠempathy,	 ﾠplay	 ﾠa	 ﾠpart?	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
18	 ﾠThe	 ﾠmap/poem	 ﾠis	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere;	 ﾠand	 ﾠsee	 ﾠM.	 ﾠRowell	 ﾠand	 ﾠD.	 ﾠWye,	 ﾠeds,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠAvant-ﾭ‐Garde	 ﾠ
Book	 ﾠ1910-ﾭ‐1934,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠMuseum	 ﾠof	 ﾠModern	 ﾠArt,	 ﾠ2002,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ108	 ﾠpl.	 ﾠB.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠfour	 ﾠinscriptions	 ﾠread:	 ﾠ
Gruziya=	 ﾠSalami	 ﾠartvepe/	 ﾠArmeniya=	 ﾠěrdzhankutyun/	 ﾠPersiya=	 ﾠAy	 ﾠchoban	 ﾠkoyun/	 ﾠRossiya=	 ﾠSaryn’	 ﾠna	 ﾠ
kitku	 ﾠ“Georgia=	 ﾠgreetings	 ﾠ(next	 ﾠword	 ﾠunintelligible)/Armenia=	 ﾠhappiness/	 ﾠPersia=	 ﾠHey,	 ﾠshepherd,	 ﾠ
sheep!/	 ﾠRussia=	 ﾠCrew	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprow”	 ﾠ(a	 ﾠrallying	 ﾠcry	 ﾠof	 ﾠriver	 ﾠbandits	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠVolga).	 ﾠ
19	 ﾠThe	 ﾠitinerary	 ﾠof	 ﾠemigration	 ﾠultimately	 ﾠtook	 ﾠmany	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthere	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠport	 ﾠof	 ﾠBatum(i),	 ﾠ
thence	 ﾠto	 ﾠTurkey	 ﾠor	 ﾠGreece	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpenury	 ﾠand	 ﾠinsecurity	 ﾠof	 ﾠexile	 ﾠin	 ﾠEurope	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAmericas.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
hero	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠNawǝ	 ﾠleran	 ﾠvray	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠShip	 ﾠupon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMountain”)	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠKostan	 ﾠ
Zarian,	 ﾠa	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠis	 ﾠHerian,	 ﾠa	 ﾠsea	 ﾠcaptain	 ﾠbased	 ﾠin	 ﾠBatum.	 ﾠChapter	 ﾠNine	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
dedicated	 ﾠto	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcafé,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfriends:	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠappendix	 ﾠhere.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠauthor	 ﾠ
evokes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdire	 ﾠconditions	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrefugees	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠcivil	 ﾠwar	 ﾠand	 ﾠRed	 ﾠterror.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠcurious	 ﾠ
personalities	 ﾠand	 ﾠodder	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠfigures	 ﾠto	 ﾠpass	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠBatum	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian-ﾭ‐Jewish	 ﾠ
writer	 ﾠLev	 ﾠNussimbaum,	 ﾠborn	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠrich	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠof	 ﾠBaku	 ﾠoilmen	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1905.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠreached	 ﾠthe	 ﾠport,	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbiographer	 ﾠcalls	 ﾠ“a	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠCzarist	 ﾠCasablanca—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbottleneck	 ﾠfor	 ﾠall	 ﾠthose	 ﾠfleeing	 ﾠwest”,	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠ1920	 ﾠand	 ﾠwere	 ﾠable	 ﾠto	 ﾠpurchase	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠpassports	 ﾠand	 ﾠdepart	 ﾠfor	 ﾠConstantinople.	 ﾠ(See	 ﾠTom	 ﾠ
Reiss,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠOrientalist,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠRandom	 ﾠHouse,	 ﾠ2005,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ100.)	 ﾠNussimbaum	 ﾠconverted	 ﾠto	 ﾠIslam	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
under	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpseudonym	 ﾠKurban	 ﾠSaid	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠin	 ﾠGerman	 ﾠAli	 ﾠand	 ﾠNino,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlove	 ﾠstory	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠaristocratic	 ﾠ
Azeri	 ﾠboy	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠtender	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠmaiden	 ﾠcaught	 ﾠup	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwhirlwinds	 ﾠof	 ﾠwar	 ﾠand	 ﾠrelentlessly	 ﾠpursued	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠan	 ﾠevil,	 ﾠlascivious	 ﾠold	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠnamed	 ﾠNakhararian	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠbig	 ﾠblack	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠcar.	 ﾠ(Naxarar,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
ancient	 ﾠParthian	 ﾠterm	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠlocal	 ﾠhereditary	 ﾠdynast,	 ﾠnow	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠ“government	 ﾠminister”.)	 ﾠUnder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
pen	 ﾠname	 ﾠEssad	 ﾠBey,	 ﾠNussimbaum	 ﾠauthored	 ﾠa	 ﾠpioneering	 ﾠbiography	 ﾠof	 ﾠStalin.	 ﾠThough	 ﾠpursued	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
Azeri	 ﾠNazis	 ﾠanxious	 ﾠto	 ﾠout	 ﾠhim	 ﾠas	 ﾠJew,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmanaged	 ﾠto	 ﾠdie	 ﾠpeacefully	 ﾠin	 ﾠwartime	 ﾠFascist	 ﾠItaly.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 16	 ﾠ
friends	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠan	 ﾠanthology	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlyric	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠand	 ﾠshort	 ﾠstories	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠtranslation,	 ﾠPesni	 ﾠbuntuyushchago	 ﾠtela	 ﾠ(“Songs	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠrebellious	 ﾠbody”)	 ﾠat	 ﾠ
Tiflis	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1918.	 ﾠ(No	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠcompositions	 ﾠare	 ﾠincluded.)	 ﾠThe	 ﾠbook	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠpaperback	 ﾠ
brochure	 ﾠof	 ﾠmimeographed	 ﾠtypescript:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtypeset	 ﾠcover	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠcameo	 ﾠphotograph	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpoet.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠbears	 ﾠno	 ﾠfewer	 ﾠthan	 ﾠfour	 ﾠprefaces	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠhimself:	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
“(1)	 ﾠTO	 ﾠMAN.	 ﾠWith	 ﾠa	 ﾠtorch	 ﾠkindled	 ﾠin	 ﾠmy	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠsmile	 ﾠof	 ﾠlove	 ﾠon	 ﾠmy	 ﾠlips	 ﾠI	 ﾠ
come	 ﾠto	 ﾠthee,	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoor,	 ﾠbroken,	 ﾠspat-ﾭ‐upon	 ﾠman.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
KARA-ﾭ‐DARVISH,	 ﾠJune	 ﾠ1918.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
(2)	 ﾠTO	 ﾠTHE	 ﾠPRESENT	 ﾠANTHOLOGY.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠanthology	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠwith	 ﾠmy	 ﾠassistance	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠform	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠliteral	 ﾠrendering	 ﾠinto	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠnovellas/songs.	 ﾠMy	 ﾠtranslator-ﾭ‐friends	 ﾠhave	 ﾠ
expended	 ﾠevery	 ﾠeffort	 ﾠto	 ﾠdepict	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvisage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠfull	 ﾠconvexity,	 ﾠwarming	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠlabor	 ﾠwith	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠlove	 ﾠand	 ﾠtenderness.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠremains	 ﾠto	 ﾠme	 ﾠonly	 ﾠto	 ﾠthank	 ﾠthem	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
my	 ﾠsoul,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠmy	 ﾠburning	 ﾠheart,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠopportunity	 ﾠto	 ﾠmake	 ﾠmy	 ﾠfew	 ﾠworks	 ﾠ
accessible	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwide	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠreading	 ﾠpublic.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnear	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠI	 ﾠhope	 ﾠto	 ﾠpublish	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠtranslation	 ﾠmy	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠworks,	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell.	 ﾠ
KARA-ﾭ‐DARVISH,	 ﾠMay	 ﾠ1918.	 ﾠ
(3)	 ﾠDEDICATED	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠabout	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠI	 ﾠdreamed	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠI	 ﾠwas	 ﾠever	 ﾠdisillusioned.	 ﾠ
If	 ﾠthe	 ﾠentire	 ﾠworld	 ﾠtakes	 ﾠup	 ﾠarms	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠmy	 ﾠwords,	 ﾠthoughts,	 ﾠand	 ﾠfeelings,	 ﾠ
you,	 ﾠmy	 ﾠfriend,	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠside,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwill	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠme,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwill	 ﾠcome	 ﾠ
up	 ﾠto	 ﾠme,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwill	 ﾠgive	 ﾠme	 ﾠyour	 ﾠhand.	 ﾠ
KARA-ﾭ‐DARVISH.	 ﾠ
(4)	 ﾠWhom	 ﾠI	 ﾠlove.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠlove	 ﾠthose	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠis	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠshoreless	 ﾠsea	 ﾠand	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠconscience	 ﾠrings	 ﾠ
like	 ﾠa	 ﾠsilver	 ﾠbell.	 ﾠ
KARA-ﾭ‐DARVISH.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbook	 ﾠdeal	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthemes	 ﾠof	 ﾠvoluptuousness	 ﾠand	 ﾠlove,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
most	 ﾠpart,	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠnot	 ﾠparticularly	 ﾠenviable	 ﾠstyle	 ﾠone	 ﾠmight	 ﾠcharacterize	 ﾠas	 ﾠfin	 ﾠde	 ﾠsiècle	 ﾠ
Orientalizing	 ﾠSymbolist-ﾭ‐lite.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠinstance,	 ﾠon	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ48:	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠweak,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwordless,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠa	 ﾠmoan/	 ﾠI	 ﾠinstantly	 ﾠawoke.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsilence,	 ﾠpitch	 ﾠblack./	 ﾠThat	 ﾠspellbinding	 ﾠ
lass	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠland	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠPharaohs/	 ﾠVeiled	 ﾠherself	 ﾠwith	 ﾠmurk	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠstares…”	 ﾠNo	 ﾠluck	 ﾠ
for	 ﾠpeeping	 ﾠtoms	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠland	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠPyramids.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ55,	 ﾠa	 ﾠlily-ﾭ‐bodied	 ﾠhetaera	 ﾠsprawls	 ﾠ
invitingly	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠKhorasan	 ﾠcarpet:	 ﾠone	 ﾠprefers	 ﾠthe	 ﾠiterations	 ﾠof	 ﾠVaruzhan	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Medzarents,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠshe	 ﾠis	 ﾠat	 ﾠleast	 ﾠdancing.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠprose	 ﾠpieces	 ﾠare	 ﾠeminently	 ﾠ
forgettable	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell:	 ﾠOne	 ﾠstory	 ﾠintroduces	 ﾠa	 ﾠforest	 ﾠnymph	 ﾠwho	 ﾠstrips	 ﾠdown	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠdip	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsea	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbuff.	 ﾠThen	 ﾠshe	 ﾠdries	 ﾠherself	 ﾠoff,	 ﾠheads	 ﾠback	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwoods,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
sun	 ﾠsmiles	 ﾠat	 ﾠher.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠanother,	 ﾠa	 ﾠman	 ﾠwandering	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdesert	 ﾠdreams,	 ﾠplausibly,	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
water;	 ﾠthen	 ﾠhe	 ﾠsees	 ﾠa	 ﾠgoddess	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠmountain	 ﾠand	 ﾠacknowledges	 ﾠher	 ﾠas	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
Ideal.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠcontinues	 ﾠon	 ﾠhis	 ﾠthirsty	 ﾠway.	 ﾠA	 ﾠthird	 ﾠopens	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdisturbing	 ﾠscene	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
people	 ﾠhauling	 ﾠcrosses	 ﾠup	 ﾠto	 ﾠGolgotha;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader’s	 ﾠanxiety	 ﾠis	 ﾠassuaged	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
assurance	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠall	 ﾠbrothers,	 ﾠhelping	 ﾠeach	 ﾠother.	 ﾠ(But	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo	 ﾠwhat?)	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
anxiety	 ﾠto	 ﾠconceal	 ﾠhis	 ﾠorigins,	 ﾠNussimbaum	 ﾠcan	 ﾠbe	 ﾠcompared	 ﾠin	 ﾠsome	 ﾠways	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
Imaginist	 ﾠAlexander	 ﾠKusikov.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 17	 ﾠ
book	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠcontain	 ﾠtranslations,	 ﾠby	 ﾠTatiana	 ﾠVechorka,	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimportant	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠ“Who	 ﾠI	 ﾠ
Am”	 ﾠand	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠCup	 ﾠof	 ﾠLife”;	 ﾠmostly	 ﾠit	 ﾠtestifies	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠesteem	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet’s	 ﾠRussian-ﾭ‐
speaking	 ﾠfriends	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠreadiness	 ﾠto	 ﾠhelp	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠreach	 ﾠan	 ﾠaudience	 ﾠbeyond	 ﾠ
readers	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
These	 ﾠincluded	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠAlexei	 ﾠKruchënykh	 ﾠ(1886-ﾭ‐1968),	 ﾠwho	 ﾠ
lived	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠearly	 ﾠ1918	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1919	 ﾠat	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠhome	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfellow	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠIl’ya	 ﾠZdanevich	 ﾠ(1894-ﾭ‐1975),	 ﾠa	 ﾠpermanent	 ﾠdenizen	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity.	 ﾠTogether	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠIgor’	 ﾠTerent’ev	 ﾠthey	 ﾠopened	 ﾠin	 ﾠNov.	 ﾠ1918	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFantasticheskii	 ﾠ
kabachëk	 ﾠ(“Fantastic	 ﾠLittle	 ﾠTavern”),	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠa	 ﾠmeeting	 ﾠplace	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian,	 ﾠ
Georgian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ“Syndicate	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturists”,	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
founding	 ﾠmember,	 ﾠtill	 ﾠit	 ﾠclosed	 ﾠits	 ﾠdoors	 ﾠin	 ﾠJuly	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfollowing	 ﾠyear.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠ
published	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcycle	 ﾠYuṙut‘k‘	 ﾠUlunk‘	 ﾠ“Incantation	 ﾠBeads”,	 ﾠincluding	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearlier	 ﾠŠreš	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
blur	 ﾠ“Asphodel	 ﾠHill”,	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠanthology	 ﾠdedicated	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhabitués	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtavern	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
beautiful	 ﾠdancer	 ﾠSofia	 ﾠGeorgievna	 ﾠMel’nikova	 ﾠ(1890-ﾭ‐1980),	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcharmed	 ﾠcenter	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠcircle.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠincludes	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠby	 ﾠVechorka,	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtranslators	 ﾠin	 ﾠSongs	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
Rebellious	 ﾠBody.20	 ﾠThe	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠGrigorii	 ﾠRobakidze,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠappear	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
anthology,	 ﾠdescribed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplace:21	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Tiflis	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠa	 ﾠfantastic	 ﾠcity.	 ﾠA	 ﾠfantastic	 ﾠcity	 ﾠneeded	 ﾠa	 ﾠfantastic	 ﾠcorner,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠon	 ﾠone	 ﾠfine	 ﾠday,	 ﾠat	 ﾠNo.	 ﾠ12	 ﾠRustaveli,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcourtyard,	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠand	 ﾠartists	 ﾠopened	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
Fantastic	 ﾠTavern	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠconsisted	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠroom,	 ﾠmeant	 ﾠfor	 ﾠten	 ﾠto	 ﾠfifteen,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
which,	 ﾠby	 ﾠsome	 ﾠmiracle,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠabout	 ﾠfifty	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠin	 ﾠit,	 ﾠmore	 ﾠwomen	 ﾠthan	 ﾠmen.	 ﾠ
Phantasmagorias	 ﾠdecorated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwalls	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠroom.	 ﾠVirtually	 ﾠevery	 ﾠevening	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
tavern	 ﾠwas	 ﾠopen	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠand	 ﾠartists	 ﾠread	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠand	 ﾠlectures.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
One	 ﾠvisitor	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtavern,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠinstance,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamed	 ﾠhostess	 ﾠand	 ﾠsocialite	 ﾠ
Vera	 ﾠSudeikina-ﾭ‐Stravinskaya,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠarrived	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠin	 ﾠApril	 ﾠ1919	 ﾠand	 ﾠstayed	 ﾠ
there	 ﾠsix	 ﾠmonths.	 ﾠHer	 ﾠalbum	 ﾠincludes	 ﾠentries	 ﾠby	 ﾠnumerous	 ﾠpainters	 ﾠand	 ﾠwriters	 ﾠ
including	 ﾠIl’ya	 ﾠZdanevich	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠOsip	 ﾠMandelstam,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠ(dedicated	 ﾠto	 ﾠRobakidze)	 ﾠinto	 ﾠRussian.22	 ﾠThe	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠKonstantin	 ﾠ
Paustovsky	 ﾠ(1892-ﾭ‐1968)	 ﾠmet	 ﾠthe	 ﾠZdanevich	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠduring	 ﾠhis	 ﾠstay	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1923,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠmentions	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmemoirs	 ﾠa	 ﾠbook	 ﾠthey	 ﾠhad	 ﾠentitled	 ﾠTsveti,	 ﾠpoeziya	 ﾠsukina	 ﾠdoch’	 ﾠ
(perhaps	 ﾠbest	 ﾠrendered	 ﾠnow,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠapologies	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgentle	 ﾠreader,	 ﾠas	 ﾠ“Flower,	 ﾠO	 ﾠ
poetry,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠfuckin’	 ﾠbitch”).	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠin	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠtypefaces,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ“between	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
20	 ﾠThe	 ﾠvolume,	 ﾠentitled	 ﾠSofii	 ﾠGeorgievne	 ﾠMel’nikovoi,	 ﾠFantasticheskii	 ﾠkabachëk,	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠ1917	 ﾠ1918	 ﾠ1919	 ﾠ
(“To	 ﾠSofia	 ﾠGeorgievna	 ﾠMel’nikova,	 ﾠFantastic	 ﾠLittle	 ﾠTavern,	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠ1917	 ﾠ1918	 ﾠ1919”),	 ﾠwas	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Sept.	 ﾠ1919	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠedition	 ﾠof	 ﾠ180	 ﾠcopies	 ﾠand	 ﾠincluded	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠby	 ﾠRussian,	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠ
Futurists	 ﾠand	 ﾠillustrations	 ﾠby	 ﾠNatalia	 ﾠGoncharova,	 ﾠAlexander	 ﾠBazhbeuk-ﾭ‐Melikov,	 ﾠLado	 ﾠGudiashvili,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠothers.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠreprinted	 ﾠin	 ﾠ2012	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGeorgii	 ﾠLeonidze	 ﾠState	 ﾠMuseum	 ﾠof	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠLiterature,	 ﾠ
Tbilisi.	 ﾠAll	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠby	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvolume	 ﾠare	 ﾠillustrated,	 ﾠtranslated,	 ﾠand	 ﾠannotated	 ﾠ
here.	 ﾠ
21	 ﾠCited	 ﾠin	 ﾠSusan	 ﾠCompton,	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠAvant-ﾭ‐Garde	 ﾠBooks	 ﾠ1917-ﾭ‐34,	 ﾠCambridge,	 ﾠMA:	 ﾠMIT	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ1992,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ
44.	 ﾠ
22	 ﾠSee	 ﾠJohn	 ﾠE.	 ﾠBowlt,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠSalon	 ﾠAlbum	 ﾠof	 ﾠVera	 ﾠSudeikin-ﾭ‐Stravinsky,	 ﾠPrinceton,	 ﾠNJ:	 ﾠPrinceton	 ﾠUniversity	 ﾠ
Press,	 ﾠ1995,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠxix-ﾭ‐xxi.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠis	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠhere	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠappendix,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠtext.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 18	 ﾠ
individual	 ﾠwords	 ﾠwere	 ﾠinserted	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠlines,	 ﾠrows	 ﾠof	 ﾠdots,	 ﾠclefs,	 ﾠletters	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Armenian,	 ﾠGeorgian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠArabic	 ﾠalphabets,	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠnotes…”23	 ﾠIt	 ﾠseems	 ﾠlikely	 ﾠKara	 ﾠ
Darviš	 ﾠhad	 ﾠa	 ﾠhand	 ﾠin	 ﾠpreparation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠnoteworthy	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
element	 ﾠof	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠnotation:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvariations	 ﾠin	 ﾠsize	 ﾠand	 ﾠposition	 ﾠof	 ﾠletters	 ﾠin	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠ
publications	 ﾠsuggest	 ﾠa	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠscore,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠone	 ﾠmight	 ﾠattempt	 ﾠa	 ﾠtonal	 ﾠperformance	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthem;	 ﾠand	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠrefers	 ﾠoften	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠto	 ﾠmusic.24	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠgreatest	 ﾠand	 ﾠmost	 ﾠimportant	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠknew	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Tiflis	 ﾠwas,	 ﾠas	 ﾠnoted,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠYeghishe	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠ(1897-ﾭ‐1937).	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
protean	 ﾠfigure	 ﾠwho,	 ﾠit	 ﾠcan	 ﾠfairly	 ﾠbe	 ﾠsaid,	 ﾠmastered	 ﾠand	 ﾠperfected	 ﾠevery	 ﾠpoetic	 ﾠstyle	 ﾠ
known	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstyles	 ﾠof	 ﾠSymbolism	 ﾠand	 ﾠdecadence	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠearly	 ﾠyears,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠturning	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstridently	 ﾠproletarian	 ﾠverse	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠbard	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠRevolution,	 ﾠMayakovsky	 ﾠ(who	 ﾠwas	 ﾠborn	 ﾠin	 ﾠGeorgia,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwho	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1914	 ﾠsketched	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
portrait	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere).	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ1920,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmidst	 ﾠof	 ﾠrevolution	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
chaos,	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠhis	 ﾠTałaran	 ﾠ(“Song	 ﾠbook”),	 ﾠa	 ﾠcycle	 ﾠof	 ﾠlyrics	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstyle	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Sayat‘	 ﾠNova,	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠvery	 ﾠclear	 ﾠand	 ﾠlimpid	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠhe	 ﾠassociated	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠthe	 ﾠImaginist	 ﾠschool	 ﾠin	 ﾠMoscow,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠincluded	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠSergei	 ﾠEsenin—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Rimbaud-ﾭ‐like	 ﾠbad	 ﾠboy	 ﾠof	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠpoetic	 ﾠlegend—	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcuriously	 ﾠfurtive,	 ﾠrussified	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠpoet,	 ﾠAlexander	 ﾠKusikov.25	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠexperiment	 ﾠwith,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠ
disavow	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠit	 ﾠfell	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠfavor,	 ﾠas	 ﾠhe	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠa	 ﾠleading	 ﾠfigure	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
Soviet	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠestablishment.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmentions	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠletter	 ﾠof	 ﾠ18	 ﾠMarch	 ﾠ
1934,	 ﾠthree	 ﾠyears	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠhis	 ﾠarrest	 ﾠand	 ﾠdeath,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠmet	 ﾠVahan	 ﾠTerean	 ﾠ
(Terian),	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠSymbolist	 ﾠpoet,	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠChashka	 ﾠchayu	 ﾠ(“Cup	 ﾠof	 ﾠTea”)	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠ
back	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdays	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRevolution.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcalls	 ﾠ“the	 ﾠonly	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
writer	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠI	 ﾠknew	 ﾠpersonally	 ﾠat	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtime”,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthere.	 ﾠSince	 ﾠthere	 ﾠwere	 ﾠplenty	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
others,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcomment	 ﾠsuggests	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠstood	 ﾠout	 ﾠamong	 ﾠthem	 ﾠand	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
Charents	 ﾠsought	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcompany	 ﾠand	 ﾠheld	 ﾠhim	 ﾠin	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠesteem,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthough	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
condemn	 ﾠhim	 ﾠa	 ﾠfew	 ﾠyears	 ﾠlater.26	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
In	 ﾠ1921,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCommunist	 ﾠannexation	 ﾠof	 ﾠGeorgia,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠgamely	 ﾠ
attempted	 ﾠto	 ﾠadapt	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠorder,	 ﾠhoping	 ﾠto	 ﾠfind	 ﾠa	 ﾠniche	 ﾠof	 ﾠacceptance.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠbegan	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
23	 ﾠPovest’	 ﾠo	 ﾠzhizni	 ﾠ(“A	 ﾠtale	 ﾠabout	 ﾠlife”),	 ﾠvol.	 ﾠ2,	 ﾠMoscow,	 ﾠ1966,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ456-ﾭ‐457,	 ﾠcited	 ﾠby	 ﾠGerald	 ﾠJanecek,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
Look	 ﾠof	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠLiterature:	 ﾠAvant-ﾭ‐Garde	 ﾠVisual	 ﾠExperiments	 ﾠ1900-ﾭ‐1930,	 ﾠPrinceton,	 ﾠNJ:	 ﾠPrinceton	 ﾠ
University	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ1984,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ183.	 ﾠ
24	 ﾠThe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠConstructivist	 ﾠA.N.	 ﾠChicherin	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ“Change	 ﾠof	 ﾠAll”,	 ﾠ1924,	 ﾠintroduces	 ﾠa	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠform	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
musical	 ﾠnotation	 ﾠthat	 ﾠbreaks	 ﾠwith	 ﾠunidirectional	 ﾠstraight	 ﾠlines	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠJanecek	 ﾠ1984,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ197	 ﾠfig.	 ﾠ160).	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
noteworthy	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠconnection	 ﾠto	 ﾠlater	 ﾠexperiments	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠkind	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwest.	 ﾠ“Aria”,	 ﾠ
written	 ﾠby	 ﾠby	 ﾠJohn	 ﾠCage	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1960	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠsinger	 ﾠnamed	 ﾠMs.	 ﾠBerberian,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠscore	 ﾠconsisting	 ﾠof	 ﾠdrawings	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠlines	 ﾠin	 ﾠblack	 ﾠink,	 ﾠaccompanied	 ﾠby	 ﾠblotches	 ﾠof	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠcolors	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwords	 ﾠHAMPART-ﾭ‐ZOUM	 ﾠ(W.	 ﾠ
Arm.	 ﾠfor	 ﾠHambarjum,	 ﾠ“Ascension”,	 ﾠused	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠman’s	 ﾠname),	 ﾠDIROUHI	 ﾠ(W.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠfor	 ﾠTiruhi,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfem.	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Tēr	 ﾠ“Lord”,	 ﾠused	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠwoman’s	 ﾠname),	 ﾠDI	 ﾠQUESTA	 ﾠTERRA	 ﾠ(Italian,	 ﾠ“of	 ﾠthis	 ﾠearth”),	 ﾠNAPRASNO	 ﾠ
(Russian,	 ﾠ“in	 ﾠvain”),	 ﾠCONSCIENCE	 ﾠET	 ﾠ(French,	 ﾠ“conscience	 ﾠand”),	 ﾠand	 ﾠA-ﾭ‐RISE!	 ﾠ(English):	 ﾠsee	 ﾠTheresa	 ﾠ
Sauer,	 ﾠNotations	 ﾠ21,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠMark	 ﾠBatty,	 ﾠ2009,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ44.	 ﾠ
25	 ﾠOn	 ﾠKusikov,	 ﾠsee	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ“Iranians,	 ﾠArmenians,	 ﾠPrince	 ﾠIgor,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠLightness	 ﾠof	 ﾠPushkin,”	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
publication,	 ﾠIran	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasus,	 ﾠErevan	 ﾠand	 ﾠTehran,	 ﾠ2014.	 ﾠ
26	 ﾠAyn	 ﾠžamanak	 ﾠinj	 ﾠanjamb	 ﾠcanot‘	 ﾠmiak	 ﾠhay	 ﾠhełinakǝ:	 ﾠEłiše	 ﾠČ‘arenc‘	 ﾠ(Yeghishe	 ﾠCharents),	 ﾠErker	 ﾠ
(“Works”),	 ﾠErevan:	 ﾠAcademy	 ﾠof	 ﾠSciences	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠSSR,	 ﾠ1967,	 ﾠvol.	 ﾠ6,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ480.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 19	 ﾠ
writing	 ﾠon	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheater	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpaper	 ﾠKarmir	 ﾠAstł	 ﾠ(“Red	 ﾠStar”);	 ﾠOsip	 ﾠ
Mandelstam,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠwas	 ﾠpassing	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠParǝ	 ﾠleran	 ﾠvray	 ﾠ
(“The	 ﾠDance	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMountain”)	 ﾠinto	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyear.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠUnion	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
established	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1922;	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1923,	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠand	 ﾠcultural	 ﾠpolicy	 ﾠbegan	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
take	 ﾠshape,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpress	 ﾠcommenced	 ﾠattacks	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠ15	 ﾠ
November	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠHouse	 ﾠof	 ﾠCulture	 ﾠat	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠheld	 ﾠa	 ﾠfull-ﾭ‐court	 ﾠ	 ﾠ“literary	 ﾠtrial”	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠwas	 ﾠcondemned	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠseven-ﾭ‐point	 ﾠverdict.	 ﾠCharents,	 ﾠGevorg	 ﾠAbov,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠAzat	 ﾠVshtuni,	 ﾠa	 ﾠself-ﾭ‐appointed	 ﾠtriumvirate	 ﾠof	 ﾠofficial	 ﾠtaste,	 ﾠdeclared	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
Futurism	 ﾠhad	 ﾠno	 ﾠplace	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠculture.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlate	 ﾠ1930s,	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠhave	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
place	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠeither.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtwilight	 ﾠyears	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠoccasionally	 ﾠ
for	 ﾠMardakoč‘	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠCall	 ﾠto	 ﾠBattle”,	 ﾠTiflis)	 ﾠand	 ﾠHayastan	 ﾠ(“Armenia”,	 ﾠErevan)	 ﾠtill	 ﾠ
1927.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlast	 ﾠmonths	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠshuttling	 ﾠback	 ﾠand	 ﾠforth	 ﾠbetween	 ﾠErevan	 ﾠand	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠan	 ﾠunresolved	 ﾠdispute	 ﾠabout	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpension.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlast	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwistful	 ﾠgaze	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠan	 ﾠold	 ﾠman	 ﾠback	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠforward.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠsaw	 ﾠonly	 ﾠdeath	 ﾠahead,	 ﾠand	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠunderstood	 ﾠalso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠrobbed	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠfuture.	 ﾠ“Again	 ﾠmy	 ﾠheart	 ﾠ
thirsts/	 ﾠFor	 ﾠits	 ﾠvernal	 ﾠspate	 ﾠof	 ﾠhealth;/	 ﾠAgain	 ﾠsummer’s	 ﾠthe	 ﾠembrace/	 ﾠOf	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgiving	 ﾠ
body	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠgirl.//	 ﾠCome	 ﾠcome	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠforget/	 ﾠThat	 ﾠin	 ﾠApollo’s	 ﾠmight	 ﾠarms/	 ﾠGreat	 ﾠ
power	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast	 ﾠis	 ﾠyet.//	 ﾠMy	 ﾠheart	 ﾠpounds	 ﾠagain/	 ﾠLike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhammer	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
anvil/	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠgarlands	 ﾠof	 ﾠsparks/	 ﾠLight	 ﾠup	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblack	 ﾠof	 ﾠnight./	 ﾠ…	 ﾠSteamy	 ﾠsummer	 ﾠheat/	 ﾠ
Comes	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠfaraway	 ﾠcry/	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠfevered	 ﾠheart/	 ﾠI	 ﾠjust	 ﾠwant	 ﾠtea	 ﾠwith	 ﾠlemon.”27	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
He	 ﾠdied	 ﾠ16	 ﾠDecember	 ﾠ1930	 ﾠand	 ﾠwas	 ﾠburied	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcemetery	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Xoǰavank‘.	 ﾠTwo	 ﾠlines	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠOv	 ﾠem	 ﾠes,	 ﾠ“Who	 ﾠam	 ﾠI”	 ﾠare	 ﾠengraved	 ﾠon	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
tombstone:	 ﾠEs	 ﾠhamašxarhayin	 ﾠk‘ałak‘ac‘i	 ﾠem,/	 ﾠAšxarhn	 ﾠē	 ﾠim	 ﾠhayrenik‘ǝ	 ﾠ(“I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
cosmopolitan	 ﾠcitizen/	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠis	 ﾠmy	 ﾠfatherland”).28	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ So,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠFuturist.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠcareer	 ﾠis	 ﾠtestimony	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠtragic	 ﾠoblivion	 ﾠto	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠcircumstances	 ﾠhave	 ﾠcondemned	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
innovators	 ﾠin	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠthought	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠcontributions	 ﾠmight	 ﾠotherwise	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnourished	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠNear	 ﾠEast	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠand	 ﾠadvanced	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠprogress.	 ﾠHad	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGenocide	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
happened,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠthe	 ﾠOctober	 ﾠRevolution	 ﾠnot	 ﾠdegenerated	 ﾠinto	 ﾠa	 ﾠsanguinary	 ﾠtyranny,	 ﾠ
there	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠa	 ﾠEurope	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠHitler	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠNear	 ﾠEast	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠHezbollah	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠHamas.	 ﾠInstead,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcultures	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠjoined	 ﾠas	 ﾠequals,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
antiquarian	 ﾠcuriosities,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠstream	 ﾠof	 ﾠworld	 ﾠthought.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠtestimony,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspeed	 ﾠat	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠworld	 ﾠculture	 ﾠreached	 ﾠdistant	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
times	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠmeant	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠhopeful	 ﾠrather	 ﾠthan	 ﾠapprehensive,	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
27	 ﾠGrigor	 ﾠPǝlǝtean	 ﾠ[Krikor	 ﾠBeledian],	 ﾠHaykakan	 ﾠFuturizm	 ﾠ(“Armenian	 ﾠFuturism”),	 ﾠErevan:	 ﾠSargis	 ﾠ
Xač‘enc‘,	 ﾠ2009,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ268.	 ﾠ
28	 ﾠSee	 ﾠKrikor	 ﾠBeledian,	 ﾠ“Kara	 ﾠDarvish:	 ﾠA	 ﾠForgotten	 ﾠFuturist,”	 ﾠRaft	 ﾠ6,	 ﾠ1992,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ39-ﾭ‐53;	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠresponse	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcriticism	 ﾠof	 ﾠEruand	 ﾠGōš	 ﾠsee	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠ2009,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ200;	 ﾠon	 ﾠ“Who	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhero?”,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ251.	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
principal	 ﾠscholar,	 ﾠtheorist,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcritic	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterature,	 ﾠparticularly	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠperiod,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
France;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgroundbreaking	 ﾠarchival	 ﾠwork	 ﾠon	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠis	 ﾠhis.	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠwidened	 ﾠthe	 ﾠscope	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
analysis	 ﾠsomewhat	 ﾠto	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet’s	 ﾠwork	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠphilological	 ﾠmanner,	 ﾠexamining	 ﾠhis	 ﾠuse	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
language	 ﾠand	 ﾠof	 ﾠancient	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠsources;	 ﾠand	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠexpanded	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmulti-ﾭ‐cultural	 ﾠand	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠ
context	 ﾠconsiderably.	 ﾠNone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet’s	 ﾠwork	 ﾠitself	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠinto	 ﾠEnglish	 ﾠhitherto;	 ﾠso	 ﾠI	 ﾠ
have	 ﾠendeavored	 ﾠto	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠa	 ﾠrepresentative	 ﾠsample.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 20	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠastonishing	 ﾠreceptivity	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠto	 ﾠinnovation	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠconditions	 ﾠ
permitted.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠmight	 ﾠadd	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvalediction	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠepitaph	 ﾠthe	 ﾠletter,	 ﾠcited	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
appendix	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠanother	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠeccentric,	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠSaroyan,	 ﾠaddressed	 ﾠ
posthumously	 ﾠto	 ﾠCharents.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend,	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠand	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠalike	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠno	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
power	 ﾠand	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠbetray	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmuse	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠinner	 ﾠliberty.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
In	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ1939	 ﾠobituary	 ﾠarticle	 ﾠon	 ﾠKhodasevich,	 ﾠVladimir	 ﾠNabokov	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpersonal	 ﾠloss	 ﾠwas	 ﾠunendurable,	 ﾠso	 ﾠlet	 ﾠus	 ﾠturn	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoems.	 ﾠLet	 ﾠus	 ﾠturn	 ﾠhere	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanifestos,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠevocations	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠnearly	 ﾠforgotten	 ﾠtime,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ




1.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš,	 ﾠBac‘ikner	 ﾠew	 ﾠantipner,	 ﾠaforizmner	 ﾠ(“Postcards	 ﾠand	 ﾠunpublished	 ﾠ
[poems],	 ﾠaphorisms,”	 ﾠKam,	 ﾠhandēs	 ﾠverlucakan	 ﾠ(“Kam,	 ﾠan	 ﾠanalytical	 ﾠjournal”)	 ﾠ6,	 ﾠLos	 ﾠ
Angeles,	 ﾠ2005,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ209-ﾭ‐234.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠaphorisms	 ﾠwere	 ﾠselected	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeditors	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠtotal	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠ800;	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠmade	 ﾠa	 ﾠfurther	 ﾠselection	 ﾠhere.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(210)	 ﾠOv	 ﾠem	 ﾠes,	 ﾠ“Who	 ﾠam	 ﾠI?”	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcycle	 ﾠ“Towards	 ﾠnew	 ﾠheights”.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠcrazy-ﾭ‐minded	 ﾠdreamer—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstars	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmoon	 ﾠare	 ﾠmy	 ﾠdream.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠsolid	 ﾠman	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth	 ﾠand	 ﾠnature	 ﾠare	 ﾠmy	 ﾠroots.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠwakeful	 ﾠguardian—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠalert	 ﾠobserver	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠvalues.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠcosmopolitan	 ﾠcitizen—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠis	 ﾠmy	 ﾠfatherland.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠman,	 ﾠand	 ﾠMan	 ﾠis	 ﾠmy	 ﾠcomrade	 ﾠand	 ﾠcompatriot.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠsatrap	 ﾠand	 ﾠtyrant—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexecutioner	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠimpostors	 ﾠand	 ﾠPharisees.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠslave,	 ﾠa	 ﾠlamb,	 ﾠa	 ﾠdove,	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠchild—	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠthe	 ﾠservant	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrighteous	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtruth-ﾭ‐sayers,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdoer	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠwill.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠfierce,	 ﾠproud	 ﾠScythian29—	 ﾠI	 ﾠam	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwho	 ﾠloves	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
people	 ﾠas	 ﾠforty	 ﾠthousand	 ﾠbrave	 ﾠand	 ﾠmanly	 ﾠbrothers.30	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
29	 ﾠThe	 ﾠword	 ﾠused	 ﾠhere	 ﾠis	 ﾠask‘anaz,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠBiblical	 ﾠHebrew	 ﾠAškenaz,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsons	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Japheth	 ﾠin	 ﾠGenesis.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐n-ﾭ‐	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠan	 ﾠearly	 ﾠscribal	 ﾠerror	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐u-ﾭ‐,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠform	 ﾠlike	 ﾠišguza,	 ﾠi.e.,	 ﾠ
Scythian.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠnumbered	 ﾠamong	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠancestors	 ﾠParoyr	 ﾠSkayordi,	 ﾠi.e.,	 ﾠPartatua	 ﾠthe	 ﾠson	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠScythian,	 ﾠmentioned	 ﾠby	 ﾠMovsēs	 ﾠXorenac‘i	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠgenealogy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnation;	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠheroic	 ﾠepic	 ﾠlegend	 ﾠ
king	 ﾠArtašēs	 ﾠ(Artaxias)	 ﾠmarried	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAlan	 ﾠprincess	 ﾠSat‘inik,	 ﾠi.e.,	 ﾠSatana,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmythical	 ﾠprogenetrix	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Narts	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ“Argawan:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠIndo-ﾭ‐European	 ﾠMemory	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasus,”	 ﾠJournal	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
Studies	 ﾠVIII.2,	 ﾠFall	 ﾠ2006	 ﾠ[2007],	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ110-ﾭ‐147).	 ﾠThese	 ﾠwere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠepic	 ﾠheroes	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠOssetes,	 ﾠor	 ﾠAlans,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
North	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠrelated	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠScythians.	 ﾠAlexander	 ﾠBlok	 ﾠthought	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfellow	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠSkify,	 ﾠ
Scythians;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠPolish	 ﾠnobility	 ﾠalso	 ﾠlaid	 ﾠromantic	 ﾠclaims	 ﾠto	 ﾠdescent	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSarmatians,	 ﾠalso	 ﾠ
related	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠScythians.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlocus	 ﾠclassicus	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠScythians	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠHistories	 ﾠof	 ﾠHerodotus;	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
mystery	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠadvocating	 ﾠatavism	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠreturn	 ﾠto	 ﾠ“nature”	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠsought	 ﾠorigins	 ﾠfor	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
nations	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhard-ﾭ‐riding	 ﾠtribes	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEurasian	 ﾠsteppes.	 ﾠA	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠBritish	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠput	 ﾠit	 ﾠbest	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
quatrain	 ﾠ“Hedonism”:	 ﾠ“After	 ﾠthe	 ﾠScythians,	 ﾠhow	 ﾠadvance/	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpursuit	 ﾠof	 ﾠhappiness?/	 ﾠThey	 ﾠwent	 ﾠ
around	 ﾠin	 ﾠleather	 ﾠpants,/	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠevery	 ﾠnight	 ﾠsmoked	 ﾠcannabis.”	 ﾠ(Thom	 ﾠGunn,	 ﾠBoss	 ﾠCupid,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠ
Farrar,	 ﾠStraus,	 ﾠGiroux,	 ﾠ2000,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ42.)	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
30	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠ2009,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ277,	 ﾠnotes	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoriginal	 ﾠversion	 ﾠread,	 ﾠEs	 ﾠdašnakc‘akan	 ﾠem,	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠDashnak.”	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠRevolutionary	 ﾠFederation	 ﾠ(Hay	 ﾠhełap‘oxakan	 ﾠdašnakc‘ut‘iwn]	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠnationalist	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠ
party	 ﾠthat	 ﾠdominated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠRepublic	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwas	 ﾠdriven	 ﾠinto	 ﾠexile	 ﾠafter	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCommunist	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 21	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠBolshevik—	 ﾠI	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠdemocrat,	 ﾠa	 ﾠsocialist,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtips	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhairs	 ﾠon	 ﾠmy	 ﾠhead.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠan	 ﾠanarchist—	 ﾠto	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠpetrified	 ﾠI	 ﾠam	 ﾠdeath,	 ﾠthunder,	 ﾠand	 ﾠlightning.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠmaximalist—	 ﾠI	 ﾠbreak,	 ﾠtear	 ﾠup	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠroot	 ﾠall	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠrotten,	 ﾠold,	 ﾠand	 ﾠstale.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠFuturist—	 ﾠfiercely	 ﾠproud	 ﾠsmasher	 ﾠof	 ﾠidols,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvandal	 ﾠwho	 ﾠtopples	 ﾠvenerable	 ﾠ
statues	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠheavy	 ﾠpedestals	 ﾠand	 ﾠshatters	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠmad	 ﾠlover—	 ﾠI	 ﾠplace	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstamp	 ﾠof	 ﾠfiery	 ﾠkisses	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠlovely	 ﾠwoman’s	 ﾠbosom	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠwild	 ﾠarms	 ﾠgrip	 ﾠher	 ﾠstrongly	 ﾠin	 ﾠmy	 ﾠstormy	 ﾠand	 ﾠlustful	 ﾠembrace.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠand	 ﾠnothing.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠCup	 ﾠof	 ﾠLife	 ﾠ[Kenac‘	 ﾠbažakǝ]	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Let	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdead	 ﾠbury	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdead.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ —The	 ﾠGospel	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠhero	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwedding	 ﾠfeast	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠdeserter	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwar	 ﾠwaged	 ﾠby	 ﾠbarbaric,	 ﾠpatriotic	 ﾠbandits.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠam	 ﾠa	 ﾠcitizen	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdemocracy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠ[ogu	 ﾠhasarakapetut‘ean].	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠdemonic	 ﾠcackle	 ﾠof	 ﾠridicule	 ﾠon	 ﾠmy	 ﾠquivering	 ﾠlips	 ﾠis	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠcitizens	 ﾠfattened	 ﾠ
on	 ﾠlaw	 ﾠand	 ﾠorder.	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠI	 ﾠpass	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdark,	 ﾠcloudy	 ﾠtumult	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠavenues	 ﾠof	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠcities,	 ﾠfully	 ﾠarmed	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠthe	 ﾠshield	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspirit.	 ﾠ
Let	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsky	 ﾠthunder—	 ﾠlet	 ﾠfire	 ﾠand	 ﾠlightning	 ﾠflash	 ﾠand	 ﾠcrash	 ﾠdown	 ﾠon	 ﾠmy	 ﾠbare	 ﾠhead.	 ﾠ
Let	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnaked	 ﾠsword	 ﾠglint	 ﾠover	 ﾠmy	 ﾠbreast.	 ﾠ
Let	 ﾠthe	 ﾠslippery	 ﾠnoose	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgallows	 ﾠloop	 ﾠand	 ﾠtighten	 ﾠat	 ﾠmy	 ﾠthroat—	 ﾠmy	 ﾠbody	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
weak,	 ﾠmy	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠis	 ﾠstrong,	 ﾠfree,	 ﾠbold,	 ﾠsoaring	 ﾠover	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplains	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠuntimely	 ﾠdeath.31	 ﾠ
My	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠeagle’s	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠpinions	 ﾠsoaring,	 ﾠcoursing	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠabove	 ﾠstupefied,	 ﾠ
slaughtered	 ﾠskulls.	 ﾠ
Howl	 ﾠof	 ﾠhatred	 ﾠand	 ﾠscorn—	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠleap,	 ﾠa	 ﾠmighty	 ﾠleap	 ﾠup	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdizzying	 ﾠmountain	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
skulls,	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠgoblet	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠtoast	 ﾠto	 ﾠlife	 ﾠin	 ﾠmy	 ﾠhand—	 ﾠdedication,	 ﾠsong,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdance,	 ﾠdemonic	 ﾠ
wedding…	 ﾠ
Sing,	 ﾠpoet!	 ﾠThe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠgraveyard.	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠlet	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrystalline	 ﾠtears	 ﾠof	 ﾠrepentance	 ﾠstream	 ﾠdown	 ﾠand	 ﾠpour	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠsockets	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠskulls	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstupefied	 ﾠvictims.	 ﾠ
That	 ﾠis	 ﾠone	 ﾠpeaceful	 ﾠcemetery,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠworld.	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
takeover;	 ﾠdespite	 ﾠits	 ﾠsocialist	 ﾠbeginnings	 ﾠit	 ﾠsubsequently	 ﾠadopted	 ﾠa	 ﾠstridently	 ﾠanti-ﾭ‐Soviet	 ﾠline	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠ1930s	 ﾠand	 ﾠ40s	 ﾠsome	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠmembers,	 ﾠparticularly	 ﾠin	 ﾠEurope,	 ﾠwere	 ﾠassociated	 ﾠwith	 ﾠfascism	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
nazism.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
31	 ﾠThis	 ﾠline	 ﾠanticipates,	 ﾠand	 ﾠprobably	 ﾠpartly	 ﾠinspired,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠby	 ﾠEłišē	 ﾠČ‘arenc‘	 ﾠ(Charents)	 ﾠMahvan	 ﾠ
tesil,	 ﾠ“Vision	 ﾠof	 ﾠdeath”	 ﾠ(1920)	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠsees	 ﾠa	 ﾠgallows	 ﾠin	 ﾠErevan,	 ﾠdescribes	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhorror	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
noose,	 ﾠand	 ﾠasks	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠhanged	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠransom	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpeople.	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠmet	 ﾠand	 ﾠconversed	 ﾠwith	 ﾠKara	 ﾠ
Darwiš	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis;	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmemoir	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠencounter	 ﾠis	 ﾠcited	 ﾠhere.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 22	 ﾠ
It	 ﾠis	 ﾠnight.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠgiant	 ﾠsphere	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMoon	 ﾠswims	 ﾠacross	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsky,	 ﾠits	 ﾠsilver	 ﾠlayers	 ﾠ
gleaming	 ﾠdown	 ﾠupon	 ﾠme,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmad	 ﾠlover,	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠover	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvast	 ﾠgrave	 ﾠpit	 ﾠof	 ﾠskulls	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcup	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠfoaming	 ﾠin	 ﾠmy	 ﾠhand.	 ﾠ
That	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmonument	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdawning	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠ[fut‘ur]32	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
It	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠroad	 ﾠto	 ﾠnew	 ﾠascents	 ﾠto	 ﾠnew	 ﾠheights.	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠhowl,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcymbal	 ﾠand	 ﾠcastanet,33	 ﾠand	 ﾠviolin,	 ﾠand	 ﾠlyre,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdrum,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
celebration,	 ﾠand	 ﾠfeast…	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
Gods,	 ﾠhear	 ﾠmy	 ﾠprayer—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmelody	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠlips.	 ﾠReceive	 ﾠmy	 ﾠoffering,	 ﾠand	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
bygone	 ﾠcenturies,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠbeneath	 ﾠruins,	 ﾠraise	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgolden	 ﾠsunbursts	 ﾠof	 ﾠyour	 ﾠheads.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠcome	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpagan	 ﾠtemples,	 ﾠand	 ﾠNisibis	 ﾠis	 ﾠmy	 ﾠfatherland.34	 ﾠ
Sound	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtrumpets,	 ﾠstrike	 ﾠdrums	 ﾠand	 ﾠshake	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcastanets:	 ﾠlife’s	 ﾠbridegroom	 ﾠcomes,	 ﾠ
holding	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbride	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife	 ﾠby	 ﾠher	 ﾠhands—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmad	 ﾠlover	 ﾠcomes,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcup	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠlife	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhands.	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠroad!	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠhero	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife	 ﾠcomes,	 ﾠriding	 ﾠhis	 ﾠvictory	 ﾠchariot,	 ﾠbearing	 ﾠan	 ﾠinvitation	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
Sound	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtrumpets,	 ﾠblast	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhorns.	 ﾠ
Roses,	 ﾠflowers,	 ﾠlaurels:	 ﾠscatter	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠand	 ﾠplant	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠconquering	 ﾠhero	 ﾠcomes.	 ﾠ
Sound	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtrumpets,	 ﾠstrike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstrings	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlyre!	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ1918	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32	 ﾠAlthough	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠand	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠborrowed	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠMarinetti’s	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠ
as	 ﾠFuturizm,	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠinvented	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthemselves	 ﾠalso	 ﾠa	 ﾠSlavic	 ﾠdesignation	 ﾠbudetlyane,	 ﾠ“it-ﾭ‐will-ﾭ‐be-ﾭ‐ers”;	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠscholarship	 ﾠcalls	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠapagayapaštut‘iwn,	 ﾠlit.	 ﾠ“worship	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠafter”,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠ
Darwiš	 ﾠhere	 ﾠseems	 ﾠto	 ﾠemphasize	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠitself.	 ﾠ
33	 ﾠEw	 ﾠmrmunǰ,	 ﾠew	 ﾠcncłay,	 ﾠew	 ﾠbambiṙ,	 ﾠew	 ﾠǰut‘ak…	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš	 ﾠstresses	 ﾠvariously	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠsignature	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠvision.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠ“Incantation	 ﾠBeads”	 ﾠplays	 ﾠupon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠalliterative	 ﾠquality	 ﾠof	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠ
tsntsghá,	 ﾠ“cymbal”;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet’s	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠabout	 ﾠa	 ﾠdesiccated	 ﾠman’s	 ﾠawakening	 ﾠto	 ﾠsexual	 ﾠpassion	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
health	 ﾠis	 ﾠentitled	 ﾠKeank‘i	 ﾠǰut‘akǝ,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠViolin	 ﾠof	 ﾠLife”.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeginning	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠ“Vision	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
death”	 ﾠby	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠnoted	 ﾠabove,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthese	 ﾠverses	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠinspired,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet’s	 ﾠvexed	 ﾠheart	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
described	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstrained	 ﾠchord	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠt‘avǰutak,	 ﾠa	 ﾠviola.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš’	 ﾠstory	 ﾠP‘ošotuac	 ﾠǰut‘akǝ	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠ
dust-ﾭ‐caked	 ﾠviolin”),	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠin	 ﾠSurhandak,	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠ25	 ﾠMarch	 ﾠ1912,	 ﾠa	 ﾠmysterious	 ﾠviolinist	 ﾠnamed	 ﾠKara	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlegendary	 ﾠmedieval	 ﾠmetropolis	 ﾠof	 ﾠAni	 ﾠtravels	 ﾠto	 ﾠCrimea	 ﾠ(whither	 ﾠmany	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠhad	 ﾠfled	 ﾠ
following	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfall	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSeljuk	 ﾠTurks	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ11th	 ﾠcentury)	 ﾠand	 ﾠgives	 ﾠhis	 ﾠinstrument	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
youth	 ﾠwho	 ﾠendows	 ﾠit	 ﾠwith	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
34	 ﾠBaginneru	 ﾠmēǰēn	 ﾠku	 ﾠgam—	 ﾠMcbinn	 ﾠē	 ﾠhayrenik‘s.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠline	 ﾠis,	 ﾠmarkedly,	 ﾠin	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
refers	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcycle	 ﾠHet‘anos	 ﾠerger	 ﾠ(“Heathen	 ﾠsongs”)	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlong	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠHarčǝ	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠConcubine”),	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠW.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠDaniel	 ﾠVaruzhan,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠwork	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš	 ﾠesteemed.	 ﾠNisibis	 ﾠ(present-ﾭ‐day	 ﾠ
Nusaybin)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠan	 ﾠancient	 ﾠcenter	 ﾠof	 ﾠSyriac	 ﾠChristianity	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsouthern	 ﾠborders	 ﾠof	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠArmenia.	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠof	 ﾠVaruzhan,	 ﾠ“And	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠyour	 ﾠmonument	 ﾠis	 ﾠerected	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠplaza	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠthought,	 ﾠI,	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfront	 ﾠranks,	 ﾠwill	 ﾠlug	 ﾠon	 ﾠmy	 ﾠshoulders	 ﾠyour	 ﾠbronze	 ﾠstatue	 ﾠ
towards	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNisibis	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheathen	 ﾠworld	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyou	 ﾠsang	 ﾠof	 ﾠand	 ﾠloved”	 ﾠ(cited	 ﾠby	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠ2009,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ
280-ﾭ‐281).	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 23	 ﾠ
(Untitled)	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Where	 ﾠare	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠO	 ﾠman?	 ﾠI	 ﾠcelebrate	 ﾠyou.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠsee	 ﾠa	 ﾠking,	 ﾠa	 ﾠnobleman,	 ﾠa	 ﾠsoldier,	 ﾠa	 ﾠworker.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠsee	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠO	 ﾠman—	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠhidden	 ﾠaway	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdarkness,	 ﾠextinguished	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
unseen.	 ﾠ
You	 ﾠare	 ﾠa	 ﾠburnt	 ﾠout	 ﾠcandle,	 ﾠa	 ﾠdying	 ﾠfire,	 ﾠa	 ﾠwilted	 ﾠflower.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠpass	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmisty,	 ﾠbeclouded	 ﾠstreets	 ﾠwrapped	 ﾠin	 ﾠdark	 ﾠfog:	 ﾠ
You	 ﾠstare,	 ﾠemaciated,	 ﾠdraped	 ﾠin	 ﾠrags,	 ﾠforgotten	 ﾠby	 ﾠall,	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠlament	 ﾠyour	 ﾠlot,	 ﾠlamenting	 ﾠand	 ﾠcursing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠinfidel	 ﾠworld.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠapproach	 ﾠyou	 ﾠand	 ﾠclasp	 ﾠyour	 ﾠchilled	 ﾠand	 ﾠdesiccated	 ﾠhand	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠwith	 ﾠfiery	 ﾠlips	 ﾠand	 ﾠhot	 ﾠbreath	 ﾠI	 ﾠkiss	 ﾠyour	 ﾠbony	 ﾠhand.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠhear	 ﾠyour	 ﾠstrangled	 ﾠcry—	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠyour	 ﾠsoul,	 ﾠshattered	 ﾠand	 ﾠbroken,	 ﾠringing.	 ﾠ
That	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠman	 ﾠspeaking,	 ﾠprotesting,	 ﾠand	 ﾠopposite	 ﾠhim	 ﾠtramp	 ﾠsoldiers	 ﾠwith	 ﾠbayonets	 ﾠ
shining	 ﾠat	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠshoulders,	 ﾠ
Singing	 ﾠa	 ﾠsong	 ﾠof	 ﾠpride	 ﾠand	 ﾠbrotherhood,	 ﾠfiery-ﾭ‐red	 ﾠbanners	 ﾠsnapping,	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠO	 ﾠman,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠare	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠI’m	 ﾠsearching	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyou.	 ﾠ
You’re	 ﾠin	 ﾠtatters,	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠunder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbayonets,	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠunder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimperial	 ﾠpurple,	 ﾠ
you’re	 ﾠa	 ﾠworker,	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠa	 ﾠnobleman.	 ﾠ
I’m	 ﾠlooking	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠO	 ﾠman—	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthere.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠlooked	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyou	 ﾠand	 ﾠfound	 ﾠyou	 ﾠmurdered,	 ﾠshattered,	 ﾠwasted,	 ﾠfrozen,	 ﾠfallen	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpowers	 ﾠthat	 ﾠrule	 ﾠthis	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠyour	 ﾠhand	 ﾠstretched	 ﾠout.	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠhave	 ﾠno	 ﾠmoney	 ﾠor	 ﾠwealth—	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnothing—	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠa	 ﾠwarm	 ﾠkiss,	 ﾠbrotherly,	 ﾠfiery—	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠgive	 ﾠyou	 ﾠthat.	 ﾠ
Don’t	 ﾠdespair,	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠnot	 ﾠalone,	 ﾠI’m	 ﾠa	 ﾠman,	 ﾠI’m	 ﾠwith	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠlet	 ﾠthat	 ﾠkiss	 ﾠenflame	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
dying	 ﾠfire	 ﾠof	 ﾠyour	 ﾠheart	 ﾠand	 ﾠinspire	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhope.	 ﾠ
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(227	 ﾠf.)	 ﾠSelected	 ﾠaphorisms:	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Everything	 ﾠ(Amēn	 ﾠban)	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
1.  People,	 ﾠI	 ﾠwant	 ﾠvery	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠyou.	 ﾠJust	 ﾠa	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠbit	 ﾠof	 ﾠfreedom.	 ﾠ
2.  I’m	 ﾠweak	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠI	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠyou;	 ﾠI’m	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠyou	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠ
understand	 ﾠme.	 ﾠ
3.  Children	 ﾠare	 ﾠwise;	 ﾠbig	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠare	 ﾠstupid,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthose	 ﾠwho	 ﾠstrive	 ﾠto	 ﾠfollow	 ﾠand	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
resemble	 ﾠthem	 ﾠare	 ﾠstupider	 ﾠstill.	 ﾠ
4.  Everything	 ﾠthat	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠme	 ﾠis	 ﾠvaluable	 ﾠand	 ﾠtrue;	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠthat	 ﾠcomes,	 ﾠ
not	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠme,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠothers,	 ﾠis	 ﾠfalse	 ﾠand	 ﾠfake.	 ﾠ
5.  You	 ﾠwant	 ﾠhappiness	 ﾠfor	 ﾠman?	 ﾠStrip	 ﾠhim	 ﾠnaked	 ﾠand	 ﾠlet	 ﾠhim	 ﾠloose	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth.	 ﾠ
6.  Look	 ﾠat	 ﾠlife	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠof	 ﾠAdam	 ﾠand	 ﾠlet	 ﾠyour	 ﾠsole	 ﾠproperty	 ﾠbe	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfig	 ﾠleaf,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠyou’ll	 ﾠbe	 ﾠhappy.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 24	 ﾠ
7.  The	 ﾠfreest	 ﾠman	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠone	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠand	 ﾠknows	 ﾠnothing.	 ﾠ
8.  Even	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlion	 ﾠlowers	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhead	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsun.	 ﾠ
9.  The	 ﾠworld	 ﾠwas	 ﾠcreated	 ﾠfor	 ﾠme	 ﾠand	 ﾠI	 ﾠam	 ﾠlord	 ﾠin	 ﾠit.	 ﾠ
10. Revolution	 ﾠat	 ﾠits	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠpoint	 ﾠof	 ﾠfever	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠprayer	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpure	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnoble,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
sexual	 ﾠsadism	 ﾠis	 ﾠfor	 ﾠlewd	 ﾠand	 ﾠrepulsive	 ﾠcowards.	 ﾠ
11. Go,	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠstand	 ﾠstill,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠif	 ﾠyou	 ﾠare	 ﾠabout	 ﾠto	 ﾠmake	 ﾠa	 ﾠmistake.	 ﾠ
12. The	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠone	 ﾠgets	 ﾠup	 ﾠlast;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠweak	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠto	 ﾠjump.	 ﾠ
13. Real	 ﾠcreativity	 ﾠjustifies	 ﾠeveryone:	 ﾠking,	 ﾠslave,	 ﾠpauper,	 ﾠrich	 ﾠman,	 ﾠmartyr,	 ﾠ
criminal,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtalented	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdullard,	 ﾠeveryone.	 ﾠ
14. Be	 ﾠawake,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyou	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠkeen	 ﾠsword.	 ﾠ
15. Write	 ﾠin	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠway	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyour	 ﾠevery	 ﾠline	 ﾠis	 ﾠworth	 ﾠa	 ﾠchunk	 ﾠof	 ﾠyour	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
16. Ink	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsea	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhich,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠnymphs,	 ﾠmy	 ﾠthoughts	 ﾠare	 ﾠborn	 ﾠand	 ﾠemerge.	 ﾠ
17. If	 ﾠeven	 ﾠa	 ﾠdrop	 ﾠof	 ﾠink	 ﾠremain	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtip	 ﾠof	 ﾠyour	 ﾠpen,	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠlet	 ﾠit	 ﾠdry	 ﾠup—	 ﾠwrite!	 ﾠ
So	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbless	 ﾠand	 ﾠremember	 ﾠyou.	 ﾠ
18. Stay	 ﾠawake,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠlife	 ﾠaround	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwill	 ﾠnot	 ﾠslumber.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	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 ﾠ
2.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš,	 ﾠArewelk‘ǝ	 ﾠibrew	 ﾠałbiwr	 ﾠnor	 ﾠgełaruesti	 ﾠew	 ﾠstełcagorcut‘ean	 ﾠ(Hin	 ﾠ
goynerǝ	 ﾠnor	 ﾠp‘ayli	 ﾠtak)	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠEast	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsource	 ﾠof	 ﾠnew	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠcreativity—	 ﾠOld	 ﾠ
colors	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠshine”),	 ﾠreprinted	 ﾠin	 ﾠKayk‘	 ﾠLiterary	 ﾠyearbook	 ﾠ3,	 ﾠParis,	 ﾠ1993,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ
113-ﾭ‐120.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Creation	 ﾠis	 ﾠlife’s	 ﾠgreatest	 ﾠjoy.	 ﾠJust	 ﾠas	 ﾠday	 ﾠwakes	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearly	 ﾠmorning,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
dawning	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsun,	 ﾠso	 ﾠcan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠman,	 ﾠan	 ﾠindividual,	 ﾠa	 ﾠwhole	 ﾠpeople,	 ﾠawaken,	 ﾠ
open	 ﾠits	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠslumber,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠit	 ﾠbegins	 ﾠto	 ﾠcreate—	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstrings	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠman	 ﾠor	 ﾠan	 ﾠentire	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠbegin	 ﾠto	 ﾠsound	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠsingle	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠ
harmony,	 ﾠto	 ﾠact—	 ﾠin	 ﾠother	 ﾠwords,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠits	 ﾠmind	 ﾠand	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠto	 ﾠlive	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠrhythm.	 ﾠ
Mankind,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwould	 ﾠthink,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbegun	 ﾠto	 ﾠwake	 ﾠup	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠits	 ﾠdeep	 ﾠslumber.	 ﾠA	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
morn	 ﾠis	 ﾠdawning	 ﾠfor	 ﾠmankind,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgolden	 ﾠrays	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrising	 ﾠsun	 ﾠilluminate	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
world.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠcreate	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠto	 ﾠlive	 ﾠand	 ﾠwake,	 ﾠto	 ﾠresound	 ﾠwith	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
strings	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsoul.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Futurism	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠand	 ﾠgreatest	 ﾠstimulus	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠage:	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠ
come	 ﾠto	 ﾠtell	 ﾠus	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠare	 ﾠpoets,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠare	 ﾠgeniuses,	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠyou	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
endowed	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠenergy,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠheavenly	 ﾠspark,	 ﾠand	 ﾠyou	 ﾠmust	 ﾠbelieve	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
you	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchosen	 ﾠof	 ﾠheaven—	 ﾠif	 ﾠonly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconviction	 ﾠrest	 ﾠfirm	 ﾠand	 ﾠsteady	 ﾠin	 ﾠyour	 ﾠ
hearts	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyou	 ﾠare	 ﾠcreators	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠSo,	 ﾠhere	 ﾠare	 ﾠthree	 ﾠmen	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠsitting	 ﾠaround	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠtalking—	 ﾠand	 ﾠbehold,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠa	 ﾠpiece	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠnations	 ﾠare	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠ
big	 ﾠchunks	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠtoo	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠare	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠa	 ﾠbig	 ﾠpiece	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthat	 ﾠpiece	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
only	 ﾠone	 ﾠslice	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠmankind.	 ﾠIf	 ﾠyou	 ﾠcreate	 ﾠa	 ﾠbad,	 ﾠcrude,	 ﾠuncultivated	 ﾠpiece,	 ﾠ
then	 ﾠyou	 ﾠspoil	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwhole	 ﾠsplendid	 ﾠedifice	 ﾠof	 ﾠman—	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpiece	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠHere’s	 ﾠa	 ﾠbuilding,	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠbuilding,	 ﾠand,	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠsudden,	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠshattered	 ﾠwindows	 ﾠand	 ﾠbroken	 ﾠ
ornaments.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠare	 ﾠan	 ﾠornament	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠedifice	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠalso.	 ﾠCome,	 ﾠ
let	 ﾠus	 ﾠgive	 ﾠa	 ﾠmarvelous	 ﾠshape	 ﾠto	 ﾠthat	 ﾠornament.	 ﾠLet	 ﾠthose	 ﾠwho	 ﾠview	 ﾠit	 ﾠbe	 ﾠamazed.	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠto	 ﾠfashion	 ﾠthis	 ﾠornament,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠwork.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠstart	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 25	 ﾠ
morn	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠlife	 ﾠwith	 ﾠfaith	 ﾠand	 ﾠhope.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠis	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcreativity	 ﾠonly	 ﾠ
when	 ﾠhis	 ﾠenvironment	 ﾠis	 ﾠcreating,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠenvironment	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
living	 ﾠawakes.	 ﾠ(114)	 ﾠThe	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠmust	 ﾠsense	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsurrounds	 ﾠhim	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
comprehend	 ﾠits	 ﾠintimacy	 ﾠto	 ﾠhim	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmay	 ﾠdo	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠwork,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmay	 ﾠ
attach	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠornament	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠedifice	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠto	 ﾠbuild	 ﾠit	 ﾠhigher,	 ﾠor	 ﾠto	 ﾠopen	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
new	 ﾠwindow	 ﾠand	 ﾠgaze	 ﾠboldly	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠit	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠhorizons	 ﾠunfolding	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠonly	 ﾠones	 ﾠwho	 ﾠare	 ﾠafraid	 ﾠof	 ﾠevery	 ﾠopen	 ﾠwindow	 ﾠor	 ﾠaperture	 ﾠare	 ﾠthose	 ﾠ
who	 ﾠare	 ﾠpetrified	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfinished	 ﾠand	 ﾠaccepted	 ﾠedifice	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast—	 ﾠlest	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblast	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠicy	 ﾠwind	 ﾠchill	 ﾠand	 ﾠblow	 ﾠaway	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsenile	 ﾠflesh.	 ﾠNew,	 ﾠfresh	 ﾠthinking	 ﾠemerges	 ﾠout	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠnew,	 ﾠfresh	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠand	 ﾠimpressions;	 ﾠis	 ﾠit	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcase	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthought	 ﾠis	 ﾠcondensed	 ﾠ
emotion?	 ﾠThe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠand	 ﾠimpressions	 ﾠyou	 ﾠcarry	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠyou	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
compressed,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠpurely	 ﾠand	 ﾠpowerfully	 ﾠcrystalline	 ﾠyour	 ﾠthought	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbecome.	 ﾠ
Healthy	 ﾠthought	 ﾠis	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠfeeling;	 ﾠand	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠarise	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠ
impressions,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠyou	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠconstrict	 ﾠthem	 ﾠwith	 ﾠyour	 ﾠdecayed	 ﾠconceptions,	 ﾠyour	 ﾠ
backward	 ﾠand	 ﾠossified	 ﾠtraditions.	 ﾠCreativity	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠtolerate	 ﾠpetrified	 ﾠways	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
thinking	 ﾠor	 ﾠslavish	 ﾠsubjection	 ﾠto	 ﾠancient	 ﾠtraditions.	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠforce	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠwhip	 ﾠand	 ﾠflog	 ﾠour	 ﾠmental	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠto	 ﾠstir	 ﾠand	 ﾠdisturb	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠconcealed	 ﾠ
within	 ﾠus,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠcan	 ﾠstart	 ﾠmoving,	 ﾠand	 ﾠadvance.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠwrite	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠwe	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
understand;	 ﾠand	 ﾠwe	 ﾠsay	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠpleasant	 ﾠand	 ﾠcomprehensible	 ﾠto	 ﾠus,	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
ourselves	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠinstance	 ﾠderive	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠsense	 ﾠof	 ﾠfulfillment	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠrather	 ﾠ
than	 ﾠapishly	 ﾠimitating.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠcreativity	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreatest	 ﾠjoy	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Rejoice	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyou	 ﾠmay	 ﾠcreate;	 ﾠand	 ﾠcreate,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyou	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbe	 ﾠhappy,	 ﾠsay	 ﾠI.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠpurpose	 ﾠone	 ﾠmust	 ﾠfree	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmind,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbrain,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠiron	 ﾠcage	 ﾠof	 ﾠ“This	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
impossible”	 ﾠand	 ﾠ“This	 ﾠis	 ﾠunacceptable.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Karabalakh	 ﾠdzan	 ﾠblan	 ﾠ
Dublakh-ﾭ‐dublakh.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
This	 ﾠis	 ﾠridiculous	 ﾠto	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠI	 ﾠreceive	 ﾠand	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠpleasure	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ(115)	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠemotions	 ﾠthat	 ﾠspeak	 ﾠpowerfully	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠme.	 ﾠPerhaps	 ﾠthat	 ﾠdublakh	 ﾠis	 ﾠobscure	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
unclear	 ﾠeven	 ﾠto	 ﾠme,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpassion	 ﾠfor	 ﾠsearching,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠcreativity,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrefusal	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
submit	 ﾠto	 ﾠyour	 ﾠslogan	 ﾠ“This	 ﾠis	 ﾠimpossible”,	 ﾠconveys	 ﾠme,	 ﾠopens	 ﾠme,	 ﾠto	 ﾠnew	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠ
worlds.	 ﾠOur	 ﾠbrilliant	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠKoṙnak	 ﾠYovsaržean	 ﾠhas	 ﾠtrodden	 ﾠthis	 ﾠpath,	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠhis	 ﾠwonderful	 ﾠpoema35	 ﾠ“Birth	 ﾠpangs”	 ﾠ[Erkunk‘],	 ﾠHē,	 ﾠui,	 ﾠut,	 ﾠayē.36	 ﾠ
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35	 ﾠThe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠpoema	 ﾠsuggests	 ﾠa	 ﾠwork	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠthan	 ﾠa	 ﾠlyric	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠor	 ﾠballad	 ﾠand	 ﾠshorter	 ﾠthan	 ﾠan	 ﾠepic,	 ﾠ
but	 ﾠwith	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠseriousness	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter.	 ﾠ
36	 ﾠThe	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠancient	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠpreserved	 ﾠby	 ﾠMovsēs	 ﾠXorenac‘i	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbirth	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgod	 ﾠVahagn	 ﾠ
contains	 ﾠnumerous	 ﾠcomplex	 ﾠplays	 ﾠon	 ﾠerkn,	 ﾠ“labor”;	 ﾠand	 ﾠone	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtemple	 ﾠat	 ﾠAštišat,	 ﾠ
Vahevahean,	 ﾠsuggests	 ﾠhis	 ﾠworshipper	 ﾠmight	 ﾠhave	 ﾠused	 ﾠa	 ﾠritual	 ﾠexclamation	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Dionysian	 ﾠevohē,	 ﾠformed	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠdiminutive	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠname.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠmay	 ﾠhave	 ﾠinspired	 ﾠin	 ﾠpart	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
composition	 ﾠof	 ﾠErkunk‘.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 26	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ But	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠto	 ﾠcreate	 ﾠone	 ﾠmust	 ﾠtread	 ﾠknown,	 ﾠfelt,	 ﾠexperienced	 ﾠpaths.	 ﾠOne’s	 ﾠ
feeling	 ﾠof	 ﾠracial	 ﾠidentity	 ﾠ[c‘ełakan	 ﾠink‘nazgac‘um]37	 ﾠmust	 ﾠtake	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠplace.	 ﾠI	 ﾠam	 ﾠdeeply	 ﾠ
convinced	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠI	 ﾠpronounce	 ﾠthe	 ﾠword	 ﾠdublakh,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnever	 ﾠappeared	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
any	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠdictionary,	 ﾠI	 ﾠplace	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠmyself	 ﾠa	 ﾠcomprehension	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠrace,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
“voice”	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblood,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“call”	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblood.	 ﾠI	 ﾠam	 ﾠpersuaded	 ﾠthat	 ﾠall	 ﾠmy	 ﾠmeaningless	 ﾠ
words	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠfound	 ﾠin	 ﾠany	 ﾠAnglo-ﾭ‐Saxon	 ﾠor	 ﾠLatinate	 ﾠtongue,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠmy	 ﾠ
dublakh	 ﾠcould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠa	 ﾠword	 ﾠpossessing	 ﾠ“meaning”	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmouths	 ﾠof	 ﾠSeljuks	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
Mongols,	 ﾠor	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠUrartean.38	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfeeling	 ﾠof	 ﾠracial	 ﾠidentity	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠ
path	 ﾠof	 ﾠcreativity.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpainter	 ﾠhas	 ﾠto	 ﾠdraw	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlines	 ﾠand	 ﾠdaub	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcolors	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
an	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠfashion,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpicture	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠintimately	 ﾠfamiliar;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsource	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcreativity,	 ﾠunblemished.	 ﾠNo	 ﾠFrenchman	 ﾠcould	 ﾠever	 ﾠpaint	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠfamily,	 ﾠ
or	 ﾠthe	 ﾠportrait	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠwoman	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠAkhaltsikhe,39	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠtaste,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠpainter.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpainter	 ﾠhas	 ﾠselected	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
himself	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠone,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcreativity	 ﾠis	 ﾠset	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠknown	 ﾠpath.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠpainter,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠspent	 ﾠhis	 ﾠchildhood	 ﾠin	 ﾠsome	 ﾠOshakan	 ﾠor	 ﾠKhotorjur,40	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
unable	 ﾠto	 ﾠconvey	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpeasant	 ﾠof	 ﾠChampagne	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠtalented	 ﾠand	 ﾠintimate	 ﾠmanner.	 ﾠOnly	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠFrenchman	 ﾠcan	 ﾠdo	 ﾠthat.	 ﾠWhy	 ﾠis	 ﾠit	 ﾠthat	 ﾠRepin	 ﾠand	 ﾠMakovsky	 ﾠdraw	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmost	 ﾠ
intimate	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠRussia’s	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠor	 ﾠits	 ﾠhistoric	 ﾠpast?	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠis	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠour	 ﾠProshian	 ﾠor	 ﾠAbovian	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠof	 ﾠno	 ﾠless	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠto	 ﾠus	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcool	 ﾠIbsen	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠlively	 ﾠRostand?41	 ﾠProshian	 ﾠcaptures	 ﾠthe	 ﾠscent	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠflowers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠplain	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠwood,	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠaroma.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠmy	 ﾠloquacious	 ﾠProshian	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠthousand	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠmore	 ﾠ
precious	 ﾠto	 ﾠme	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlofty	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠidealist	 ﾠIbsen	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgenius	 ﾠShakespeare.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ This	 ﾠis	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠI	 ﾠoffer	 ﾠmy	 ﾠmost	 ﾠconservative	 ﾠslogan.	 ﾠFine	 ﾠart	 ﾠmust	 ﾠgrow	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
develop	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠfree	 ﾠand	 ﾠopen	 ﾠcontext,	 ﾠfree	 ﾠof	 ﾠabsolutely	 ﾠall	 ﾠsectarian	 ﾠconcepts	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
modes	 ﾠof	 ﾠunderstanding,	 ﾠand,	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠquestion,	 ﾠon	 ﾠits	 ﾠown	 ﾠnative	 ﾠsoil.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠaccepted	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠdivide	 ﾠand	 ﾠrecognize	 ﾠmen	 ﾠaccording	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlabel	 ﾠstuck	 ﾠon	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠforeheads.	 ﾠOnce	 ﾠ
upon	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠ(116)	 ﾠGrigor	 ﾠArtsruni	 ﾠsaw	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsalvation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ	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37	 ﾠSuch	 ﾠsentiments	 ﾠand	 ﾠterms,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠare	 ﾠproperly	 ﾠdeeply	 ﾠoffensive	 ﾠto	 ﾠcivilized	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠtoday,	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
part	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠdiscourse	 ﾠas	 ﾠelsewhere.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠUSA	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnationalist	 ﾠDashnak	 ﾠparty	 ﾠcontrolled	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
C‘ełakrōn	 ﾠ(pron.	 ﾠTseghagron),	 ﾠ“Race	 ﾠWorship”	 ﾠsociety	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1930s.	 ﾠSometimes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠintention	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
such	 ﾠterms	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠracialist	 ﾠor	 ﾠfascist,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠoften	 ﾠenough	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas.	 ﾠ
38	 ﾠAkkadian	 ﾠUrartu,	 ﾠHebrew	 ﾠArarat:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠkingdom	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠhighlands	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠnon-ﾭ‐
Indo-ﾭ‐European	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠpredates	 ﾠthe	 ﾠattestation	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ(an	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠbranch	 ﾠof	 ﾠIndo-ﾭ‐
European	 ﾠrelated	 ﾠto	 ﾠproto-ﾭ‐Greek	 ﾠand	 ﾠPhrygian)	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠregion.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠSeljuk	 ﾠTurks	 ﾠconquered	 ﾠmost	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Armenia	 ﾠlate	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ11th	 ﾠcentury;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMongols,	 ﾠearly	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ13th	 ﾠcentury.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
39	 ﾠThis	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian-ﾭ‐speaking	 ﾠdistrict	 ﾠnow	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRepublic	 ﾠof	 ﾠGeorgia.	 ﾠ
40	 ﾠThe	 ﾠtown	 ﾠof	 ﾠŌšakan,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRepublic	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenia,	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠburial	 ﾠplace	 ﾠof	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠMesrop	 ﾠMaštoc‘,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠ
invented	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠalphabet	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeginning	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfifth	 ﾠcentury;	 ﾠXotorǰur,	 ﾠa	 ﾠmountainous	 ﾠregion	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠsouth	 ﾠof	 ﾠPontus,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠmainly	 ﾠCatholic	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1915	 ﾠGenocide	 ﾠeradicated	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
native	 ﾠpopulation.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
41	 ﾠIl’ya	 ﾠRepin	 ﾠ(1844-ﾭ‐1930),	 ﾠa	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠpainter	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRomantic-ﾭ‐realist	 ﾠstyle;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcanvases	 ﾠof	 ﾠVladimir	 ﾠ
Makovsky	 ﾠ(1846-ﾭ‐1920)	 ﾠare	 ﾠsimilar.	 ﾠPerč	 ﾠPṙošean	 ﾠ(b.	 ﾠYovhannēs	 ﾠTēr	 ﾠAṙak‘elean,	 ﾠ1837-ﾭ‐1907)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
realist	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠprose	 ﾠwriter;	 ﾠXač‘atur	 ﾠAbovean	 ﾠ(1809-ﾭ‐1848(?)),	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠin	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠvernacular	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠVērk‘	 ﾠHayastani,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠWounds	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenia”.	 ﾠEdmond	 ﾠ
Rostand	 ﾠ(1868-ﾭ‐1918)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠFrench	 ﾠneo-ﾭ‐Romantic	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠand	 ﾠplaywright.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 27	 ﾠ
journal	 ﾠMshak,42	 ﾠand	 ﾠanybody	 ﾠwho	 ﾠdidn’t	 ﾠhave	 ﾠits	 ﾠlabel	 ﾠglued	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠforehead	 ﾠwas	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
Armenian,	 ﾠmaybe	 ﾠnot	 ﾠeven	 ﾠa	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠbeing.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠlabel	 ﾠexists	 ﾠnow	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell.	 ﾠYou	 ﾠ
would	 ﾠthink	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠwere	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠsaved	 ﾠby	 ﾠa	 ﾠlabel,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpairs	 ﾠof	 ﾠanimals	 ﾠon	 ﾠNoah’s	 ﾠ
ark,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠlife’s	 ﾠuniversal	 ﾠdeluge.	 ﾠI	 ﾠknow	 ﾠsome	 ﾠwonderfully	 ﾠcorrupt	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠ
intellectuals	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhave	 ﾠboarded	 ﾠNoah’s	 ﾠark	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠshiny	 ﾠbrand	 ﾠname	 ﾠaffixed	 ﾠto	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
foreheads	 ﾠand	 ﾠhave	 ﾠentered	 ﾠthe	 ﾠranks	 ﾠof	 ﾠgood	 ﾠmen	 ﾠor	 ﾠholy	 ﾠcows.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠI	 ﾠknow	 ﾠ
wonderful,	 ﾠlofty	 ﾠmen	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠbrows	 ﾠare	 ﾠclear	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblue	 ﾠsky,	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠhearts	 ﾠas	 ﾠopen	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠbroad	 ﾠsea—	 ﾠbut	 ﾠsince	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠforeheads	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠhave	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsoap	 ﾠwrappers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Baudelot	 ﾠor	 ﾠRalle	 ﾠcompanies,43	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlabel	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠtin	 ﾠsardine	 ﾠcan,	 ﾠplastered	 ﾠto	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnot	 ﾠgained	 ﾠadmission	 ﾠto	 ﾠNoah’s	 ﾠark	 ﾠand	 ﾠare	 ﾠfloundering	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworldwide	 ﾠ
flood	 ﾠof	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠstupidity	 ﾠand	 ﾠignorance.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠwe,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠmen,	 ﾠarrive	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Napoleons	 ﾠor	 ﾠVahagns44	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠthought	 ﾠto	 ﾠrip	 ﾠthose	 ﾠlabels	 ﾠto	 ﾠshreds	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
strip	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconfining	 ﾠlabels	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbrows	 ﾠof	 ﾠmen	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠ[illegible	 ﾠword	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoriginal	 ﾠ
text],	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠreveal	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgenuine,	 ﾠpure,	 ﾠsoapy	 ﾠfoam.	 ﾠTalented	 ﾠmen	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠbe	 ﾠconfined	 ﾠ
within	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlimits	 ﾠof	 ﾠpolitics	 ﾠand	 ﾠsectarianism.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠmake	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠtalents	 ﾠand	 ﾠthey	 ﾠ
discover	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠmay	 ﾠstand,	 ﾠour	 ﾠbrows	 ﾠunclouded,	 ﾠfacing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
dawning	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmorning	 ﾠsun	 ﾠwakening	 ﾠour	 ﾠconsciousness.	 ﾠLife	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcause	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
our	 ﾠjoys,	 ﾠwill	 ﾠinspire	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconsciousness	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfact	 ﾠthat	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwho	 ﾠare	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠon	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
enjoy	 ﾠthis	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠto	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠintoxicated	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgifts	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbounty	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠuniverse.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠif	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwant	 ﾠto	 ﾠlead	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠand	 ﾠhappy	 ﾠlives,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessarily	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
taking	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠessential	 ﾠto	 ﾠus,	 ﾠto	 ﾠall	 ﾠmen	 ﾠgenerally,	 ﾠand	 ﾠeven	 ﾠat	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠmoment	 ﾠof	 ﾠdeath	 ﾠto	 ﾠraise	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcup	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠhands	 ﾠand	 ﾠcry	 ﾠout	 ﾠas	 ﾠwe	 ﾠdie	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
salutation	 ﾠ“Live	 ﾠlong!”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ For	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠus,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠman,	 ﾠgood	 ﾠand	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠnourishment	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠnecessity,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
we,	 ﾠas	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠbeings,	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbe	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠand	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠin	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠand	 ﾠbody.	 ﾠWhen	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠ
food	 ﾠenters	 ﾠour	 ﾠstomachs	 ﾠand	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠclose	 ﾠto	 ﾠnature	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠfortunate—	 ﾠ
since	 ﾠwe	 ﾠgrow,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠour	 ﾠstature	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠarrested	 ﾠbut	 ﾠincreases,	 ﾠwaxes	 ﾠgreater	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
stronger.	 ﾠOur	 ﾠthought	 ﾠmust	 ﾠgrow	 ﾠand	 ﾠstrengthen	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠway;	 ﾠour	 ﾠemotions,	 ﾠ
too,	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠlag	 ﾠbehind.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthought	 ﾠis	 ﾠcondensed	 ﾠfeeling,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthought	 ﾠis	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠ
when	 ﾠour	 ﾠnerves,	 ﾠour	 ﾠfeelings,	 ﾠare	 ﾠfreshened	 ﾠby	 ﾠfamiliar,	 ﾠpleasant,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcheering	 ﾠ
impressions	 ﾠand	 ﾠmoods.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthat	 ﾠreason	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠfor	 ﾠus,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠuniversal	 ﾠmasses,	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠhave	 ﾠaccessible	 ﾠand	 ﾠdigestible	 ﾠfine	 ﾠarts	 ﾠand	 ﾠliterature.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠis	 ﾠaccessible	 ﾠonly	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchosen	 ﾠfew	 ﾠ(117)	 ﾠis	 ﾠprivate	 ﾠproperty,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠpalace	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠmidst	 ﾠof	 ﾠmyriad	 ﾠhovels.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠmasses	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠturn	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠhuts	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpalace	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
thought,	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo	 ﾠthat	 ﾠone	 ﾠhas	 ﾠto	 ﾠhave	 ﾠaccessible	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠart.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠaccessible,	 ﾠ
digestible	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠcan	 ﾠbe	 ﾠachieved	 ﾠonly	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠenvironment	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠ
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42	 ﾠThe	 ﾠleft-ﾭ‐liberal	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠnewspaper	 ﾠMšak	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠCultivator”)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠat	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠ1872-ﾭ‐1921,	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠGrigor	 ﾠArcruni	 ﾠ(1845-ﾭ‐1892)	 ﾠits	 ﾠfounding	 ﾠeditor.	 ﾠ
43	 ﾠBoth	 ﾠare	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere;	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠgeneral	 ﾠdiscussion	 ﾠof	 ﾠTsarist	 ﾠRussia’s	 ﾠexquisite	 ﾠsoap	 ﾠwrappers	 ﾠin	 ﾠArt	 ﾠ
Nouveau	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠstyles,	 ﾠsee	 ﾠM.	 ﾠAnikst	 ﾠand	 ﾠE.	 ﾠChernevich,	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠGraphic	 ﾠDesign,	 ﾠ1880-ﾭ‐1917,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠ
York:	 ﾠAbbeville,	 ﾠ1990,	 ﾠesp.	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ40-ﾭ‐43.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
44	 ﾠVahagn	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠequivalent	 ﾠof	 ﾠHerakles	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpre-ﾭ‐Christian	 ﾠera;	 ﾠsee	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnote	 ﾠon	 ﾠErkunk‘	 ﾠ
above.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 28	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠintimate.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠme,	 ﾠPepo45	 ﾠis	 ﾠworth	 ﾠa	 ﾠthousand	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠmore	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠ
Hamlet	 ﾠor	 ﾠDoctor	 ﾠStockmann.46	 ﾠPepo	 ﾠis	 ﾠours,	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠrelated	 ﾠto	 ﾠus,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwe	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠlove	 ﾠit,	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠHamlet	 ﾠand	 ﾠDoctor	 ﾠStockmann	 ﾠare	 ﾠforeign,	 ﾠalien	 ﾠto	 ﾠus.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠclouds	 ﾠ
massing	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmountains	 ﾠof	 ﾠScandinavia	 ﾠwill	 ﾠnever	 ﾠbe	 ﾠable	 ﾠto	 ﾠirrigate	 ﾠour	 ﾠplains.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠ
are	 ﾠmen	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast	 ﾠand	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠaccustomed	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrays	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠhot	 ﾠsun.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpale	 ﾠbeams	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnorth	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠwarm	 ﾠus.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠwinds	 ﾠblowing	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwest	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠrefresh	 ﾠus	 ﾠ
unless	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwind	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠour	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠmountains	 ﾠand	 ﾠover	 ﾠour	 ﾠplains.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Our	 ﾠProshian	 ﾠhas	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtaste	 ﾠand	 ﾠaroma—	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠwritings	 ﾠI	 ﾠsense	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtaste,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
smell	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠwonderful	 ﾠgrapes	 ﾠand	 ﾠpeaches	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplain	 ﾠof	 ﾠArarat;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
there	 ﾠfor	 ﾠme—	 ﾠand	 ﾠI’m	 ﾠnot	 ﾠeven	 ﾠspeaking	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠowner	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠstall	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
Bazaar	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠMolladursun47—	 ﾠin	 ﾠRostand’s	 ﾠChanticleer	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
Mirabeau’s	 ﾠGarden	 ﾠof	 ﾠTorment,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFrench	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠaddresses	 ﾠme	 ﾠin	 ﾠtone	 ﾠalien	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠincomprehensible.	 ﾠEverything	 ﾠhas	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠnatural.	 ﾠLet	 ﾠcrows	 ﾠcaw	 ﾠlike	 ﾠcrows,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
nightingales	 ﾠsing	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠenchantments	 ﾠas	 ﾠnightingales.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠwoe	 ﾠto	 ﾠus,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwant	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠsing	 ﾠlike	 ﾠnightingales	 ﾠif	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠcrows,	 ﾠor	 ﾠif	 ﾠwe	 ﾠtry	 ﾠto	 ﾠforce	 ﾠa	 ﾠcrow’s	 ﾠsquawk	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠnightingale.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Russian	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠis	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠto	 ﾠus	 ﾠand	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠclose	 ﾠto	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠcan	 ﾠ
some	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠMarkos	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠQishlaq	 ﾠKarapet	 ﾠor	 ﾠMolladursun	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠ
Chekhov’s	 ﾠhumor	 ﾠor	 ﾠ[Saltykov-ﾭ‐]Shchedrin’s	 ﾠsatire?	 ﾠNo,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcannot,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠat	 ﾠall.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwill	 ﾠ
understand	 ﾠBaronian’s48	 ﾠBaghdasar	 ﾠand	 ﾠlaugh,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠface	 ﾠof	 ﾠdeacon	 ﾠArut‘ik	 ﾠwill	 ﾠcrease	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠa	 ﾠsmile,	 ﾠand	 ﾠso	 ﾠwill	 ﾠthat	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠstall	 ﾠowner	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠBazaar	 ﾠand	 ﾠthat	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠintellectual	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtop	 ﾠhat.	 ﾠProshians	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠMoths”	 ﾠwill	 ﾠmove	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdenizen	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Oshakan	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠimmigrant	 ﾠin	 ﾠBoston,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠspeech	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
transmitted	 ﾠby	 ﾠinvisible	 ﾠwires,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠevery	 ﾠplace	 ﾠto	 ﾠShresh	 ﾠhill	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsummit	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Aragats,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠunwilting	 ﾠblossom	 ﾠand	 ﾠour	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠmandrake	 ﾠgrow.49	 ﾠThat	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠis	 ﾠintimately	 ﾠfamiliar	 ﾠalways	 ﾠsmiles	 ﾠat	 ﾠus,	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠthe	 ﾠunfamiliar	 ﾠand	 ﾠstrange	 ﾠ
taxes	 ﾠour	 ﾠminds.	 ﾠUnfortunately,	 ﾠhow	 ﾠmany	 ﾠmen	 ﾠknow	 ﾠFerdousi,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast,	 ﾠ
or	 ﾠVaruzhan,	 ﾠmighty	 ﾠand	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠin	 ﾠspirit?50	 ﾠWhile	 ﾠof	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠmany	 ﾠknow	 ﾠ
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45	 ﾠA	 ﾠplay	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠurban	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠmiddle-ﾭ‐	 ﾠand	 ﾠlower-ﾭ‐class	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1870s	 ﾠby	 ﾠGabriēl	 ﾠ
Sundukean	 ﾠ(1825-ﾭ‐1912);	 ﾠHamo	 ﾠBeknazaryan	 ﾠdirected	 ﾠa	 ﾠfilm	 ﾠbased	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplay	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1935.	 ﾠ
46	 ﾠA	 ﾠcharacter	 ﾠin	 ﾠIbsen’s	 ﾠ“Enemy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠPeople”.	 ﾠ
47	 ﾠA	 ﾠvillage	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠĒǰmiacin	 ﾠdistrict	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenia,	 ﾠnow	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠŠahumyan	 ﾠafter	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠhero	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
October	 ﾠRevolution.	 ﾠ
48	 ﾠYakob	 ﾠParonean	 ﾠ(W.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠHagop	 ﾠBaronian),	 ﾠ1843-ﾭ‐1891,	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠand	 ﾠplaywright	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
Constantinople	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠwork	 ﾠsatirizes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanners	 ﾠand	 ﾠpersonalities	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠOttoman	 ﾠ
capital.	 ﾠ
49	 ﾠŠrēš	 ﾠblur	 ﾠ(“Asphodel	 ﾠHill”)	 ﾠis	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarvish’s	 ﾠmost	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpoem;	 ﾠMt.	 ﾠAragac	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtallest	 ﾠ
peak	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠborders	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenia,	 ﾠin	 ﾠview	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplain	 ﾠof	 ﾠArarat.	 ﾠ
50	 ﾠAbo’l	 ﾠQāsem	 ﾠFerdōsī	 ﾠ(940-ﾭ‐1020),	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠŠāh-ﾭ‐nāme	 ﾠ(“Book	 ﾠof	 ﾠKings”),	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnational	 ﾠ
epic	 ﾠof	 ﾠIran.	 ﾠDaniel	 ﾠVaruzhan	 ﾠ(W.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠTaniel	 ﾠVaruzhan,	 ﾠb.	 ﾠČ‘puk‘k‘earean,	 ﾠ1884-ﾭ‐1915)	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
Western	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠand	 ﾠco-ﾭ‐founder	 ﾠwith	 ﾠKostan	 ﾠZarean	 ﾠ(who	 ﾠdescribes	 ﾠan	 ﾠencounter	 ﾠwith	 ﾠKara	 ﾠ
Darvish	 ﾠin	 ﾠCh.	 ﾠ9	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠShip	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMountain”,	 ﾠpartly	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠhere)	 ﾠand	 ﾠothers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Constantinople	 ﾠjournal	 ﾠMehean	 ﾠ(“Temple”),	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠcame	 ﾠout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠseven	 ﾠmonths	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1914:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
outbreak	 ﾠof	 ﾠwar	 ﾠput	 ﾠan	 ﾠend	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠenterprise.	 ﾠZarian	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmotive	 ﾠforce	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠjournal:	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
philosophy,	 ﾠan	 ﾠunabashedly	 ﾠfascist	 ﾠrefraction	 ﾠof	 ﾠNietzschean	 ﾠthinking,	 ﾠis	 ﾠovertly	 ﾠand	 ﾠrepulsively	 ﾠ
racist	 ﾠand	 ﾠanti-ﾭ‐Semitic.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠbelieved	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians,	 ﾠan	 ﾠ“Aryan”	 ﾠrace,	 ﾠshare	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠblood	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 29	 ﾠ
Schiller	 ﾠand	 ﾠByron.	 ﾠ(118)	 ﾠWe	 ﾠalways	 ﾠscorn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast.	 ﾠAren’t	 ﾠwe	 ﾠalways	 ﾠcontemptuous	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠa	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠcountryman	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcreations	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠwe	 ﾠsee	 ﾠhim,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠeven	 ﾠif	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvoice	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠminstrel	 ﾠbard	 ﾠcoming	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsmoking	 ﾠjacket,	 ﾠtuxedo,	 ﾠand	 ﾠtop	 ﾠhat	 ﾠ
does	 ﾠnot	 ﾠring	 ﾠsweet	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠears,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠstill	 ﾠdazzles	 ﾠour	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠand	 ﾠour	 ﾠhearing	 ﾠthrobs	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠdrumbeat	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtalent.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠtoy	 ﾠcivilization	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠWest…	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeducated,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwho	 ﾠare	 ﾠinfected	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmalarial	 ﾠjaundice	 ﾠof	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠ
civilization,	 ﾠhave	 ﾠlearned	 ﾠto	 ﾠlook	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcontempt	 ﾠupon	 ﾠour	 ﾠown	 ﾠculture,	 ﾠour	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
literature,	 ﾠseeing	 ﾠa	 ﾠhalter	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠneck	 ﾠof	 ﾠevery	 ﾠthing.	 ﾠEven	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrow	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwest	 ﾠ
seems	 ﾠa	 ﾠnightingale	 ﾠto	 ﾠus,	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠour	 ﾠpeacock	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcrow’s	 ﾠwings—	 ﾠhas	 ﾠit	 ﾠnot	 ﾠlost	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
European	 ﾠfeathers?	 ﾠThe	 ﾠmasses	 ﾠare	 ﾠmore	 ﾠsincere,	 ﾠuninfected	 ﾠby	 ﾠthat	 ﾠmalarial	 ﾠ
jaundice	 ﾠof	 ﾠEuropean	 ﾠcivilization.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠwalk	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpromptings	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠinnards,	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠhearts,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠfor	 ﾠgood	 ﾠor	 ﾠill	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthey	 ﾠlove	 ﾠsomething,	 ﾠcreate	 ﾠit,	 ﾠappreciate	 ﾠit,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
have	 ﾠwords	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠdictionaries	 ﾠto	 ﾠevaluate	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠtaste,	 ﾠcalling	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠtheater	 ﾠ
vulgarity,51	 ﾠdefining	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“immoral	 ﾠfare	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstreets”,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthough	 ﾠ
very	 ﾠoften	 ﾠwe,	 ﾠperched	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheights	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠculture,	 ﾠbuy	 ﾠtickets	 ﾠto	 ﾠthat	 ﾠvery	 ﾠvulgar	 ﾠ
theater	 ﾠand	 ﾠfind	 ﾠpleasure	 ﾠand	 ﾠfulfillment	 ﾠin	 ﾠit.	 ﾠWho	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠgone	 ﾠto	 ﾠsee	 ﾠArshin	 ﾠMal	 ﾠ
Alan52,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠtaken	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfill	 ﾠof	 ﾠlaughter,	 ﾠdrinking	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwaters	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheart,	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠthose	 ﾠwonderful	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠmelodies?	 ﾠThe	 ﾠeducated	 ﾠinrtelligentsia,	 ﾠits	 ﾠface	 ﾠ
equipped	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠpharisaical	 ﾠmask,	 ﾠmakes	 ﾠfun	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtheater	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
masses,	 ﾠderiding	 ﾠit	 ﾠand	 ﾠits	 ﾠbeloved	 ﾠArshin	 ﾠMal	 ﾠAlan	 ﾠas	 ﾠimmoral.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ But	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblood	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrace	 ﾠhas	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠelse	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay,	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠspeaks	 ﾠwithin.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
accepted	 ﾠcast	 ﾠof	 ﾠmind	 ﾠcondemns	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠthe	 ﾠaccepted,	 ﾠlofty,	 ﾠcontemporary	 ﾠ
understanding	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublic	 ﾠis	 ﾠthat	 ﾠway.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdepths	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheart	 ﾠlaugh,	 ﾠdelight,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠbless	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhand	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠartist.	 ﾠArshin	 ﾠMal	 ﾠAlan	 ﾠis	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtalented	 ﾠwritten	 ﾠ
work,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠflower	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠplains,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart	 ﾠaccessible	 ﾠand	 ﾠdigestible	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
understanding	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmasses,	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠin	 ﾠcommon.	 ﾠDoesn’t	 ﾠeven	 ﾠKirakos	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Molladursun	 ﾠhave	 ﾠa	 ﾠdemand	 ﾠfor	 ﾠart?	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠare	 ﾠyou	 ﾠgoing	 ﾠto	 ﾠserve	 ﾠup	 ﾠDoctor	 ﾠ
Stockmann	 ﾠor	 ﾠWagner	 ﾠto	 ﾠsatisfy	 ﾠit?	 ﾠIt’s	 ﾠjust	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠas	 ﾠfeeding	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstomach	 ﾠheavy	 ﾠ
leather	 ﾠstrips	 ﾠcut	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠold	 ﾠboots	 ﾠand	 ﾠexpecting	 ﾠit	 ﾠto	 ﾠdigest	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠif	 ﾠKirakos	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
Molladursun	 ﾠor	 ﾠthat	 ﾠstall	 ﾠowner	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠBazaar	 ﾠturns	 ﾠin	 ﾠscorn	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠyour	 ﾠ
Chanticleer	 ﾠor	 ﾠHamlet,	 ﾠembracing	 ﾠwith	 ﾠopen	 ﾠarms	 ﾠVali	 ﾠGhazo,53	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠbe	 ﾠsurprised.	 ﾠ
He’s	 ﾠknown	 ﾠVali	 ﾠGhazo	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠlong	 ﾠtime,	 ﾠand	 ﾠGhazo	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠtalent	 ﾠhe	 ﾠembraces,	 ﾠcaresses,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠhonors.	 ﾠMy	 ﾠGhazo	 ﾠis	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠmore	 ﾠprecious	 ﾠto	 ﾠme	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFrenchman’s	 ﾠMounet-ﾭ‐
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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
brothers	 ﾠa	 ﾠgenius	 ﾠfor	 ﾠmythology,	 ﾠas	 ﾠopposed	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠarid	 ﾠprophecy	 ﾠof	 ﾠJewish	 ﾠreligion.	 ﾠChrist	 ﾠ
supposedly	 ﾠovercame	 ﾠand	 ﾠdestroyed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠJew	 ﾠin	 ﾠhimself.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠjournal	 ﾠwas	 ﾠdedicated	 ﾠto	 ﾠnativist	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
innovative	 ﾠcurrents	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠart,	 ﾠliterature,	 ﾠand	 ﾠrevolutionary	 ﾠthought.	 ﾠVaruzhan	 ﾠwas	 ﾠarrested	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠother	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠintellectuals	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcapital	 ﾠin	 ﾠApril	 ﾠ1915	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGenocide,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
deported	 ﾠand	 ﾠmurdered	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠZarian	 ﾠsurvived	 ﾠand	 ﾠended	 ﾠhis	 ﾠdays	 ﾠin	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠArmenia.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠZarian	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠVaruzhan	 ﾠsee	 ﾠNichanian,	 ﾠMourning	 ﾠPhilology,	 ﾠop.	 ﾠcit.,	 ﾠesp.	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ109f.,	 ﾠ203f.	 ﾠ
51	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarvish	 ﾠuses	 ﾠthe	 ﾠword	 ﾠbalagan,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠvia	 ﾠRussian,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠdeprecatingly	 ﾠdenotes	 ﾠstreet	 ﾠ
theater	 ﾠput	 ﾠon	 ﾠwith	 ﾠan	 ﾠopen	 ﾠwooden	 ﾠbox	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcharacters,	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠPunch	 ﾠand	 ﾠJudy	 ﾠshow.	 ﾠ
52	 ﾠA	 ﾠ1913	 ﾠAzeri	 ﾠcomic	 ﾠopera	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠwith	 ﾠArmenians:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcover	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠAmerican-ﾭ‐Armenian	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠ
score	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠopera	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠby	 ﾠProf.	 ﾠJames	 ﾠMosgofian	 ﾠof	 ﾠAstoria,	 ﾠNY,	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠreproduced	 ﾠhere.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
53	 ﾠA	 ﾠcharacter	 ﾠin	 ﾠArshin	 ﾠMal	 ﾠAlan.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 30	 ﾠ
Sully54	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGerman’s	 ﾠPossart,55	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠhe	 ﾠgrew	 ﾠup	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsun	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast	 ﾠand	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠEast’s	 ﾠsoil.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ(119)	 ﾠDoctor	 ﾠStockmann,	 ﾠPossart,	 ﾠMounet-ﾭ‐Sully,	 ﾠand	 ﾠHamlet	 ﾠare	 ﾠall	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsame	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠKrpo	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtattered	 ﾠtrousers	 ﾠand	 ﾠhungry	 ﾠstomach—	 ﾠ
you	 ﾠmight	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell	 ﾠdrape	 ﾠa	 ﾠsumptuous	 ﾠsmoking	 ﾠjacket	 ﾠmade	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSheremetyevs’56	 ﾠ
tailor	 ﾠon	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbare	 ﾠback	 ﾠand	 ﾠstuff	 ﾠhis	 ﾠstarving	 ﾠgut	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtasty	 ﾠsweets	 ﾠby	 ﾠMassieux.	 ﾠ
Krpo’s	 ﾠback	 ﾠwon’t	 ﾠbe	 ﾠwarmed	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠstomach	 ﾠwon’t	 ﾠbe	 ﾠsated.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠEast,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast,	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
where	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsun	 ﾠwarms	 ﾠan	 ﾠoriental,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbreeze	 ﾠrefreshes	 ﾠus.	 ﾠOur	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
literature	 ﾠmust	 ﾠbe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠprofoundly	 ﾠand	 ﾠintimately	 ﾠeastern,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠan	 ﾠoriental,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
may	 ﾠoccasion	 ﾠjoy	 ﾠfor	 ﾠus	 ﾠand	 ﾠbe	 ﾠdigestible	 ﾠand	 ﾠaccessible	 ﾠto	 ﾠour	 ﾠsouls	 ﾠand	 ﾠminds.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Then	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwill	 ﾠgrow	 ﾠand	 ﾠflourish	 ﾠon	 ﾠour	 ﾠown	 ﾠsoil	 ﾠand	 ﾠbeneath	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrays	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
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3.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarwiš,	 ﾠInč‘	 ﾠē	 ﾠfuturizmǝ?	 ﾠ(“What	 ﾠis	 ﾠFuturism?”),	 ﾠTiflis:	 ﾠTparan	 ﾠ“Ēpōxa”,	 ﾠ
Muzeiskii	 ﾠpereul(ok)	 ﾠ(“Epoch”	 ﾠPrinters,	 ﾠMuseum	 ﾠLane)	 ﾠNo.	 ﾠ8,	 ﾠ1914.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
From	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠNova	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠFuturism.57	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ New	 ﾠideas,	 ﾠnew	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠhave	 ﾠcome	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfore	 ﾠin	 ﾠall	 ﾠepochs,	 ﾠin	 ﾠall	 ﾠnations,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠchiefly	 ﾠin	 ﾠnations	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhave	 ﾠattained	 ﾠto	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠculture.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠbackward	 ﾠnations	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
54	 ﾠJean-ﾭ‐Sully	 ﾠMounet	 ﾠ(1841-ﾭ‐1916),	 ﾠa	 ﾠfamed	 ﾠFrench	 ﾠactor.	 ﾠ
55	 ﾠErnst	 ﾠvon	 ﾠPossart	 ﾠ(1841-ﾭ‐1921),	 ﾠa	 ﾠGerman	 ﾠactor	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheater	 ﾠdirector.	 ﾠ
56	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwealthiest	 ﾠfamilies	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpre-ﾭ‐Revolutionary	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠnobility.	 ﾠ
57	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsongs	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbard	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠNova,	 ﾠd.	 ﾠ1795,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhe	 ﾠrecorded	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠdavt‘ar,	 ﾠor	 ﾠnotebook,	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
own	 ﾠhand	 ﾠin	 ﾠTatar	 ﾠ(Azeri	 ﾠTurkish),	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠGeorgian,	 ﾠare	 ﾠconsidered	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfinest	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworks	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠashughs.	 ﾠSince	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠpublication	 ﾠand	 ﾠstudy	 ﾠby	 ﾠAkhverdian	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmid-ﾭ‐19th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
fame	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠsteadily	 ﾠincreased.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlate	 ﾠ1950s	 ﾠand	 ﾠearly	 ﾠ60s	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠcelebrated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
poet’s	 ﾠbicentennial	 ﾠwith	 ﾠnumerous	 ﾠmonographs,	 ﾠeditions,	 ﾠand	 ﾠtranslations	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠwork.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠdramatic	 ﾠ
life:	 ﾠinitiatory	 ﾠdream,	 ﾠvictory	 ﾠin	 ﾠcompetition	 ﾠwith	 ﾠother	 ﾠsingers,	 ﾠdoomed	 ﾠlove	 ﾠaffair	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠ
princess,	 ﾠexile	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmonastery	 ﾠof	 ﾠSanahin,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdeath	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhands	 ﾠof	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠmarauders—	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠdirector	 ﾠSergei	 ﾠParajanov’s	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠfilm	 ﾠNṙan	 ﾠguynǝ	 ﾠ
(“The	 ﾠColor	 ﾠof	 ﾠPomegranate”).	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠParuyr	 ﾠSevak	 ﾠ(1924-ﾭ‐1971)	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠhis	 ﾠdissertation	 ﾠon	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠ
Nova.	 ﾠSevak	 ﾠdied	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠautomobile	 ﾠaccident.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠson,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠsurvived	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrash,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠwritten	 ﾠto	 ﾠme	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
although	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcatastrophe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠorchestrated	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthorities,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠregime	 ﾠhad	 ﾠhounded	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
poet	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠdeath.	 ﾠParajanov	 ﾠwas	 ﾠarrested	 ﾠand	 ﾠimprisoned	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSoviets	 ﾠon	 ﾠcharges	 ﾠof	 ﾠhomosexuality	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠforeign	 ﾠcurrency	 ﾠtransactions	 ﾠ(both	 ﾠcriminalized	 ﾠby	 ﾠStalin).	 ﾠSo	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ18th-ﾭ‐century	 ﾠbard	 ﾠof	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
not	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠnational	 ﾠicon,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpatron	 ﾠsaint	 ﾠof	 ﾠfreethinking	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠartists	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠ
makes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsuggestion	 ﾠby	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcult	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠNova	 ﾠholds	 ﾠback	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠprogress	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
more	 ﾠdelightfully	 ﾠscandalous.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 31	 ﾠ
always	 ﾠmore	 ﾠconservative	 ﾠand	 ﾠare	 ﾠmore	 ﾠfirmly	 ﾠbound	 ﾠto	 ﾠancient	 ﾠtraditions	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
customs	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠenlightened	 ﾠand	 ﾠcivilized	 ﾠnations.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ And	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠsurprising	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠignorant,	 ﾠbenighted,	 ﾠand	 ﾠbackward	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
nation	 ﾠis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠferocious	 ﾠand	 ﾠfanatical	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠconflict	 ﾠwith	 ﾠnew	 ﾠideas,	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
feelings,	 ﾠand	 ﾠinnovations	 ﾠgenerally.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Change	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠphilosophical	 ﾠworld	 ﾠview	 ﾠof	 ﾠpeoples,	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠtaste,	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
customary	 ﾠsentiments,	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠeffected	 ﾠeasily:	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠancient,	 ﾠwasted,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
sapped	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠstrength	 ﾠgives	 ﾠway	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠface	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠhard	 ﾠfight,	 ﾠa	 ﾠstrenuous	 ﾠcontest.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠdesire	 ﾠto	 ﾠlive	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsense	 ﾠof	 ﾠpossessing	 ﾠexistence,	 ﾠit	 ﾠwould	 ﾠseem,	 ﾠ
endure	 ﾠeven	 ﾠin	 ﾠabstract	 ﾠconceptions—	 ﾠfor	 ﾠdo	 ﾠthey	 ﾠnot	 ﾠspring	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrealm	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
man’s	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠand	 ﾠthoughts,	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠthought	 ﾠitself	 ﾠis	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠif	 ﾠnot	 ﾠcompressed	 ﾠ
emotion?	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ But	 ﾠhow	 ﾠimpoverished	 ﾠand	 ﾠdesolate	 ﾠlife	 ﾠwould	 ﾠbe,	 ﾠwere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠthoughts,	 ﾠ
new	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠtime	 ﾠto	 ﾠtime	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠform	 ﾠcurrents,	 ﾠstreaming	 ﾠinto	 ﾠand	 ﾠrefreshing	 ﾠ
man’s	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠendowing	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠexperiences	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhealth.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Here	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAsiatic	 ﾠnations	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠimmobile,	 ﾠlingering	 ﾠbehind	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
progressive	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠHow	 ﾠmonotonous	 ﾠand	 ﾠstagnant	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlife	 ﾠis!	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ It	 ﾠis	 ﾠtrue	 ﾠthat	 ﾠamongst	 ﾠthose	 ﾠwho	 ﾠlove	 ﾠcolor,	 ﾠperhaps,	 ﾠone	 ﾠmight	 ﾠstill	 ﾠfind	 ﾠ
poetic	 ﾠmotifs	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠkind;	 ﾠmaybe	 ﾠin	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsort	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsake	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
stylization	 ﾠone	 ﾠmight	 ﾠfind	 ﾠelements	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdisplay,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexpression	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvisage	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
particular	 ﾠculture.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠquestionable	 ﾠhow	 ﾠuseful	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimprovement	 ﾠof	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠ
life	 ﾠthat	 ﾠculture	 ﾠis,	 ﾠhow	 ﾠpositive	 ﾠits	 ﾠaim,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠethnographical	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
stylized	 ﾠforms	 ﾠpresent.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ One	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠprophet	 ﾠto	 ﾠresolve	 ﾠthat	 ﾠquestion.	 ﾠWherever	 ﾠ
movement	 ﾠand	 ﾠprogress	 ﾠare	 ﾠabsent,	 ﾠlife	 ﾠis	 ﾠnever	 ﾠcapable	 ﾠof	 ﾠrenewal,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconditions	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠlife	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠimprove,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlot	 ﾠof	 ﾠmen	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠbe	 ﾠbettered.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠorder	 ﾠto	 ﾠmake	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmatter	 ﾠclearer,	 ﾠlet	 ﾠus	 ﾠturn	 ﾠto	 ﾠexamples.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠbackward	 ﾠ
nations	 ﾠare	 ﾠopposed	 ﾠto	 ﾠenlightenment,	 ﾠand	 ﾠso,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠto	 ﾠscience.	 ﾠBy	 ﾠscience	 ﾠone	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠknowledge	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsets	 ﾠlife	 ﾠand	 ﾠits	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠconditions	 ﾠon	 ﾠforward-ﾭ‐looking	 ﾠ
paths	 ﾠleading	 ﾠto	 ﾠprogressive	 ﾠrenewal.	 ﾠScience	 ﾠis	 ﾠtaught	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠdiocesan	 ﾠand	 ﾠparish	 ﾠ
schools—	 ﾠbut	 ﾠlet	 ﾠlife	 ﾠitself	 ﾠattest	 ﾠto	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠscience	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠscience	 ﾠ
imbibed	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstudents	 ﾠwho	 ﾠgo	 ﾠon	 ﾠto	 ﾠfill	 ﾠthe	 ﾠranks	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠintelligentsia	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
deacons	 ﾠand	 ﾠseminarians.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠcould	 ﾠbe	 ﾠno	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠname	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthis	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠone	 ﾠgiven	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠnewest	 ﾠpoets:	 ﾠa	 ﾠ“parochial	 ﾠintelligentsia”.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Science,	 ﾠby	 ﾠchanging	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtechnological,	 ﾠexternal	 ﾠaspect	 ﾠof	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠ
transforms	 ﾠmen’s	 ﾠconceptions	 ﾠalso	 ﾠwith	 ﾠregard	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠthey	 ﾠlead.	 ﾠParing	 ﾠyour	 ﾠ
fingernails	 ﾠand	 ﾠkeeping	 ﾠyour	 ﾠhair	 ﾠfree	 ﾠof	 ﾠlice	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠmore	 ﾠlife-ﾭ‐giving	 ﾠscience	 ﾠthan	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 32	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠchemistry	 ﾠand	 ﾠphysics	 ﾠtaught	 ﾠat	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠseminary.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠwill	 ﾠour	 ﾠeducators	 ﾠ
turn	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠattention	 ﾠto	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠminor	 ﾠmatters,	 ﾠespecially	 ﾠthose	 ﾠteachers	 ﾠdraped	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
toga	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠGerman	 ﾠdoctorate?	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ It	 ﾠis	 ﾠinteresting	 ﾠto	 ﾠconsider:	 ﾠWhere	 ﾠare	 ﾠmen	 ﾠmore	 ﾠoppressed,	 ﾠenslaved,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
subject	 ﾠto	 ﾠworse	 ﾠliving	 ﾠconditions,	 ﾠthan	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠbackward	 ﾠnations	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
countries?	 ﾠAuthentic	 ﾠculture	 ﾠand	 ﾠscience	 ﾠserve	 ﾠabove	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcause	 ﾠof	 ﾠensuring	 ﾠ
human	 ﾠhappiness.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠand	 ﾠlarge	 ﾠachievements	 ﾠthat	 ﾠscience	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
accomplishing	 ﾠand	 ﾠhas	 ﾠmade,	 ﾠserve	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtask	 ﾠand	 ﾠaim	 ﾠof	 ﾠsituating	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠlife	 ﾠin	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠ
conditions.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Most	 ﾠmen	 ﾠreact	 ﾠwith	 ﾠdispleasure	 ﾠor	 ﾠeven	 ﾠanimosity	 ﾠto	 ﾠevery	 ﾠnovelty	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
innovation	 ﾠin	 ﾠany	 ﾠsphere	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠMorality	 ﾠnecessarily	 ﾠplays	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠrole	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ As	 ﾠis	 ﾠwell	 ﾠknown,	 ﾠsome	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyounger	 ﾠrepresentatives	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠ
Futurists,	 ﾠchiefly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpainters,	 ﾠpaint	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠfaces.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠpaint	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠ
images	 ﾠ(flowers,	 ﾠanimals,	 ﾠand	 ﾠso	 ﾠon)	 ﾠon	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠfaces	 ﾠand	 ﾠforeheads.	 ﾠYouth,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
principles	 ﾠand	 ﾠfaith	 ﾠit	 ﾠprofesses,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠalways	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠstormy	 ﾠand	 ﾠunrestrained,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
always	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠcan	 ﾠregard	 ﾠthis	 ﾠinnocent	 ﾠbehavior	 ﾠas	 ﾠmere	 ﾠmischief.	 ﾠAs,	 ﾠindeed,	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠnoted	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠscholar	 ﾠKulbin58	 ﾠsays	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlectures,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠessence	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Futurism	 ﾠand	 ﾠone	 ﾠmust	 ﾠadopt	 ﾠan	 ﾠattitude	 ﾠof	 ﾠforgiveness	 ﾠto	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠmanifestations.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ But	 ﾠtake	 ﾠa	 ﾠcloser	 ﾠlook:	 ﾠit’s	 ﾠnot	 ﾠall	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtrue.	 ﾠArchaic	 ﾠmorality	 ﾠslithers	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
snake	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpetrified	 ﾠconcepts	 ﾠof	 ﾠmankind.	 ﾠJust	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠan	 ﾠintellectual	 ﾠand	 ﾠeven	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠactress,	 ﾠface	 ﾠreddened	 ﾠby	 ﾠagitation	 ﾠas	 ﾠthough	 ﾠshe	 ﾠwere	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgrip	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
fever,	 ﾠnerves	 ﾠtaut	 ﾠlike	 ﾠblue	 ﾠropes	 ﾠon	 ﾠher	 ﾠface,	 ﾠset	 ﾠout	 ﾠto	 ﾠprove	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbehavior	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠFuturists—	 ﾠpainting	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠfaces—	 ﾠis	 ﾠmorality-ﾭ‐dissolving	 ﾠstupidity	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhighest	 ﾠ
degree.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠtrue	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠrepulsive	 ﾠcharlatanry,	 ﾠshrieked	 ﾠthe	 ﾠagitated	 ﾠ
actress,	 ﾠevidently	 ﾠdefending	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreceived,	 ﾠrecognized	 ﾠart	 ﾠof	 ﾠher	 ﾠown.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ At	 ﾠthat	 ﾠmoment	 ﾠI	 ﾠwas	 ﾠunable	 ﾠto	 ﾠrestrain	 ﾠmyself	 ﾠand	 ﾠsaid,	 ﾠquite	 ﾠsimply,	 ﾠ“So	 ﾠ
why	 ﾠis	 ﾠyour	 ﾠown	 ﾠface	 ﾠpainted	 ﾠand	 ﾠpowdered?”	 ﾠ(The	 ﾠlady	 ﾠhad	 ﾠput	 ﾠon	 ﾠmascara.)	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
woman	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠslightly	 ﾠagitated,	 ﾠbut,	 ﾠrestraining	 ﾠherself,	 ﾠshe	 ﾠpronounced,	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
accepted.	 ﾠYes.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠbest	 ﾠanswer	 ﾠI	 ﾠcould	 ﾠexpect:	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠour	 ﾠmorality,	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠI.	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠparticular	 ﾠconditions	 ﾠand	 ﾠsituation	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠcreate	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmorality	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠparticular	 ﾠ
period,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthat	 ﾠbecomes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠflesh	 ﾠand	 ﾠblood	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠinner	 ﾠexperiences	 ﾠof	 ﾠmen.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreason	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠshift59	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠmen,	 ﾠto	 ﾠpropel	 ﾠforward	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠnew	 ﾠmovement,	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠare	 ﾠinstantly	 ﾠnervous	 ﾠand	 ﾠare	 ﾠseized	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsentiment	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
contrariness,	 ﾠfearful	 ﾠlest	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsituation	 ﾠin	 ﾠlife	 ﾠbe	 ﾠdisturbed,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠwanting	 ﾠto	 ﾠturn	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
58	 ﾠNikolai	 ﾠIvanovich	 ﾠKul’bin	 ﾠ(1868-ﾭ‐1917),	 ﾠa	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠpainter,	 ﾠmusician,	 ﾠphilosopher,	 ﾠand	 ﾠscholar	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
avant-ﾭ‐garde	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfine	 ﾠarts.	 ﾠ
59	 ﾠAfter	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠhrumn,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠhas	 ﾠin	 ﾠparentheses	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠsdvig.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠwatchword	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Futurism	 ﾠthat	 ﾠSusan	 ﾠCompton	 ﾠ(The	 ﾠWorld	 ﾠBackwards:	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠBooks	 ﾠ1912-ﾭ‐16,	 ﾠLondon:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
British	 ﾠLibrary,	 ﾠ1978,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ21)	 ﾠrenders	 ﾠas	 ﾠ“shift”.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 33	 ﾠ
carefully	 ﾠordered	 ﾠexistence,	 ﾠcustomary	 ﾠaesthetic,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsundry	 ﾠother	 ﾠtastes	 ﾠtopsy-ﾭ‐
turvy.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ That	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsituation	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠcenturies	 ﾠold,	 ﾠa	 ﾠmorality	 ﾠstructured	 ﾠover	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠcenturies,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠprotests	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠnew	 ﾠideas	 ﾠand	 ﾠinnovations,	 ﾠoccasioning	 ﾠ
psychological	 ﾠdisturbance	 ﾠand	 ﾠdistress.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠinner	 ﾠdrama	 ﾠtends	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠespecially	 ﾠ
powerful	 ﾠin	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠat	 ﾠa	 ﾠlow	 ﾠmental	 ﾠlevel,	 ﾠin	 ﾠbenighted	 ﾠnations	 ﾠat	 ﾠa	 ﾠlow	 ﾠcultural	 ﾠlevel.	 ﾠ
As	 ﾠan	 ﾠexample	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠtake	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpatriarchal	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠof	 ﾠolden	 ﾠdays.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠparents.	 ﾠHow	 ﾠ
many	 ﾠdramas	 ﾠdo	 ﾠwe	 ﾠknow	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthat	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠa	 ﾠson	 ﾠor	 ﾠdaughter—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchildren,	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠa	 ﾠword—	 ﾠhas	 ﾠacted	 ﾠcontrary	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠold,	 ﾠtraditional	 ﾠcustoms,	 ﾠforms,	 ﾠand	 ﾠrules.	 ﾠ
There	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠtragic	 ﾠconsequences	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠson	 ﾠor	 ﾠdaughter,	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
parents’	 ﾠwill,	 ﾠwent	 ﾠoff	 ﾠafter	 ﾠa	 ﾠlover.	 ﾠHere	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠfrightful	 ﾠprotest	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠindividuality	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠa	 ﾠstruggle	 ﾠon	 ﾠbehalf	 ﾠof	 ﾠindividuality.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Individual	 ﾠuniqueness:	 ﾠthis	 ﾠis	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠboth	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠmen	 ﾠand	 ﾠlife	 ﾠacquire	 ﾠ
through	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠstruggle,	 ﾠwresting	 ﾠit	 ﾠaway	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠfortified,	 ﾠsedentary	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠA	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠ
brook	 ﾠwith	 ﾠits	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠpush	 ﾠis	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠthat	 ﾠa	 ﾠmonotonous,	 ﾠwide-ﾭ‐spreading,	 ﾠmalodorous	 ﾠ
swamp.	 ﾠLife	 ﾠis	 ﾠthus:	 ﾠa	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠhealthy,	 ﾠdynamic	 ﾠsliver	 ﾠof	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠmore	 ﾠlife-ﾭ‐giving	 ﾠthan	 ﾠlife’s	 ﾠ
monotonous	 ﾠand	 ﾠwide-ﾭ‐spreading	 ﾠsea,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠin	 ﾠextent	 ﾠbut	 ﾠshallow	 ﾠin	 ﾠdepth,	 ﾠ
motionless,	 ﾠand	 ﾠstagnant.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Even	 ﾠthus	 ﾠis	 ﾠmorality,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhas	 ﾠoften	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcause	 ﾠof	 ﾠeconomic	 ﾠand	 ﾠmoral	 ﾠ
collapse,	 ﾠfurthering	 ﾠdisintegration	 ﾠbetween	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠcolliding	 ﾠconceptions,	 ﾠworld	 ﾠ
views—	 ﾠold,	 ﾠlong	 ﾠaccepted	 ﾠand	 ﾠsanctified	 ﾠmorality,	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠmorality.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhistory	 ﾠof	 ﾠdiverse	 ﾠnations,	 ﾠthere	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠof	 ﾠnecessity	 ﾠ
moments	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthere	 ﾠhas	 ﾠcome	 ﾠa	 ﾠmighty	 ﾠflood	 ﾠof	 ﾠnew	 ﾠideas,	 ﾠovercoming	 ﾠthe	 ﾠentire	 ﾠ
inheritance	 ﾠand	 ﾠtreasure	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearlier	 ﾠculture,	 ﾠoften	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠélan	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠvandal	 ﾠ
smashing	 ﾠit	 ﾠto	 ﾠsmithereens.	 ﾠOf	 ﾠcourse,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠboisterous	 ﾠcurrent	 ﾠof	 ﾠnew	 ﾠideas	 ﾠ
can	 ﾠcall	 ﾠforth	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠconfusion	 ﾠand	 ﾠdissatisfaction,	 ﾠand	 ﾠreaction	 ﾠamidst	 ﾠthe	 ﾠranks	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
traditionalists.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠideas,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠconcepts,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthey	 ﾠaccomplish	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
conquest,	 ﾠsettle	 ﾠdown	 ﾠand	 ﾠsolidify	 ﾠin	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠbecoming	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfoundation	 ﾠstone	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
morality	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠphenomenon	 ﾠoccurs	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrealm	 ﾠof	 ﾠart.	 ﾠ
Innovation,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠschools	 ﾠof	 ﾠart	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠeasily	 ﾠfind	 ﾠa	 ﾠplace	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠonly	 ﾠ
through	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdark	 ﾠwoods	 ﾠof	 ﾠpersecution,	 ﾠunder	 ﾠattack,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthey	 ﾠmake	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠway,	 ﾠ
make	 ﾠit	 ﾠthrough,	 ﾠand	 ﾠforce	 ﾠback	 ﾠthe	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠforms	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠobsolete	 ﾠtaste.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ New	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart	 ﾠ[nēō-ﾭ‐gełaruestǝ],	 ﾠto	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthey	 ﾠassign	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
engaged	 ﾠin	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠbattle	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠpassing	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠjust	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠdark	 ﾠwood	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
persecution.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠopinion	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠcritic	 ﾠand	 ﾠscholar	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠarts,	 ﾠ
Alexander	 ﾠBenois,60	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthis	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠtrend	 ﾠdeserve	 ﾠthe	 ﾠkeenest	 ﾠattention.	 ﾠHere	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwrites:	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠam	 ﾠfully	 ﾠconvinced	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlast	 ﾠgenuine	 ﾠGreeks	 ﾠand	 ﾠRomans	 ﾠ
would	 ﾠhave	 ﾠfelt	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠthing	 ﾠwe	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠnow.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠfell	 ﾠinto	 ﾠperplexity,	 ﾠseeing	 ﾠhow	 ﾠall	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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60	 ﾠAlexander	 ﾠNikolayevich	 ﾠBenois	 ﾠ(1870-ﾭ‐1960,	 ﾠRus.	 ﾠBenua),	 ﾠa	 ﾠpainter	 ﾠand	 ﾠart	 ﾠhistorian,	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
principal	 ﾠorganizers	 ﾠand	 ﾠideologues	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“World	 ﾠof	 ﾠArt”	 ﾠ(Rus.	 ﾠMir	 ﾠiskusstva)	 ﾠgroup.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 34	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠworld	 ﾠaround	 ﾠthem	 ﾠwas	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠdestroyed,	 ﾠhow	 ﾠunderground	 ﾠforces	 ﾠwere	 ﾠdigging	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠgrave	 ﾠfor	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠbeautiful,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwisest,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠsacred.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Year	 ﾠby	 ﾠyear	 ﾠthe	 ﾠardor	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠanger	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠthese	 ﾠvandals	 ﾠwaned,	 ﾠand	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠyear	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
year	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠfascination	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠutterly	 ﾠstrange	 ﾠand	 ﾠalien	 ﾠblossoms	 ﾠgrew.	 ﾠOf	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠBurliuks	 ﾠof	 ﾠthose	 ﾠdays	 ﾠwould	 ﾠsay	 ﾠabsurd	 ﾠthings,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠstill	 ﾠdirected	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠgaze	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠthose	 ﾠabsurdities,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhidden	 ﾠbeneath	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsurface	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠand	 ﾠimmediate,	 ﾠ
elemental	 ﾠpower.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Surely	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBurliuks61	 ﾠof	 ﾠthose	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠinnovators)	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠlost	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠa	 ﾠtrace,	 ﾠ
but	 ﾠdid	 ﾠthey	 ﾠnot	 ﾠbring	 ﾠus	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthing	 ﾠwe	 ﾠnow	 ﾠcall	 ﾠByzantine	 ﾠart,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnow	 ﾠ
customary	 ﾠfor	 ﾠus	 ﾠto	 ﾠlook	 ﾠat	 ﾠwith	 ﾠwonder	 ﾠand	 ﾠadmiration?	 ﾠIs	 ﾠit	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthanks	 ﾠto	 ﾠthem	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠthe	 ﾠface	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠhas	 ﾠchanged?	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠeven	 ﾠif	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠlost	 ﾠits	 ﾠwondrous	 ﾠclarity,	 ﾠ
still	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠdeeper	 ﾠand	 ﾠmore	 ﾠmeaningful.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
One	 ﾠcan	 ﾠclearly	 ﾠconclude	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthese	 ﾠlines	 ﾠthat	 ﾠeven	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠcritic	 ﾠand	 ﾠscholar	 ﾠof	 ﾠfine	 ﾠ
art	 ﾠas	 ﾠA.	 ﾠBenois	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠreject	 ﾠthe	 ﾠusefulness	 ﾠof	 ﾠinnovation,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠif	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠ
Futurism,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠstill	 ﾠtotally	 ﾠdisorganized,	 ﾠlooking	 ﾠfor	 ﾠitself.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠanother	 ﾠplace	 ﾠ
Benois	 ﾠhas	 ﾠsome	 ﾠprofound	 ﾠcomments	 ﾠworth	 ﾠclose	 ﾠattention	 ﾠthat	 ﾠI	 ﾠconsider	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
particularly	 ﾠimportant	 ﾠto	 ﾠcite	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠto	 ﾠelucidate	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmatter.	 ﾠHere	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare:	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠ
confess	 ﾠI	 ﾠlack	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconviction	 ﾠto	 ﾠstep	 ﾠforward	 ﾠand	 ﾠangrily	 ﾠdeclare	 ﾠa	 ﾠcrusade	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠ
them	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠFuturists).	 ﾠOf	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠuntutored,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠvandals,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠalso	 ﾠa	 ﾠgood	 ﾠthing	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠuntutored	 ﾠvandals.	 ﾠLet	 ﾠthem	 ﾠwork	 ﾠon	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
everything	 ﾠthat	 ﾠexists	 ﾠand	 ﾠstands	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbrink	 ﾠof	 ﾠdestruction:	 ﾠEin	 ﾠneues	 ﾠLeben	 ﾠwird	 ﾠ
aus	 ﾠden	 ﾠRuinen	 ﾠblühen—	 ﾠA	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife	 ﾠflowers	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmidst	 ﾠof	 ﾠruins.62	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
personal	 ﾠneed	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠwork—	 ﾠto	 ﾠour	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠthinking	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠcrippled	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoor.	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexcitement	 ﾠthey	 ﾠinject	 ﾠinto	 ﾠour	 ﾠaesthetic	 ﾠlife	 ﾠis	 ﾠuseful	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠany	 ﾠcase	 ﾠit	 ﾠcan	 ﾠ
carry	 ﾠone	 ﾠanywhere,	 ﾠit	 ﾠtransports.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠwhole	 ﾠidea	 ﾠof	 ﾠculture	 ﾠconsists	 ﾠin	 ﾠnot	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠ
still.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠhas	 ﾠto	 ﾠadvance,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠstop.	 ﾠBurliuk	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlike	 ﾠpress	 ﾠon.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠare	 ﾠrestless,	 ﾠ
excited,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠinfuse	 ﾠagitation	 ﾠand	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠallow	 ﾠstagnation.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠreally	 ﾠ
know	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠit’s	 ﾠall	 ﾠfor,	 ﾠand	 ﾠneither	 ﾠdo	 ﾠwe.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠquite	 ﾠpossible	 ﾠthat	 ﾠindividually,	 ﾠin	 ﾠfact,	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠdoing	 ﾠanything,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠor	 ﾠother	 ﾠis	 ﾠstill	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠdone,	 ﾠ
accomplished,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthat	 ﾠnew	 ﾠthing	 ﾠis	 ﾠexpressed	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠstrange	 ﾠbut	 ﾠinevitable,	 ﾠ
useful	 ﾠexertions.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
So	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠproof	 ﾠspoken	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmouth	 ﾠof	 ﾠA.	 ﾠBenois,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
innovation	 ﾠgenerally,	 ﾠstirs,	 ﾠmoves,	 ﾠand	 ﾠfreshens	 ﾠnot	 ﾠjust	 ﾠour	 ﾠaesthetic	 ﾠlives	 ﾠbut	 ﾠeven	 ﾠ
our	 ﾠeveryday	 ﾠexistence.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠchange	 ﾠin	 ﾠaccordance	 ﾠwith	 ﾠour	 ﾠtastes	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠperceptions?	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
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61	 ﾠDavid	 ﾠDavidovich	 ﾠBurliuk	 ﾠ(1882-ﾭ‐1967),	 ﾠa	 ﾠfounder	 ﾠof	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturism.	 ﾠ
62	 ﾠThis	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠsomewhat	 ﾠgarbled	 ﾠcitation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠverse	 ﾠof	 ﾠSchiller:	 ﾠDas	 ﾠalter	 ﾠstürzt,	 ﾠes	 ﾠändert	 ﾠsich	 ﾠdie	 ﾠZeit,/	 ﾠ
Und	 ﾠneues	 ﾠLeben	 ﾠblüht	 ﾠaus	 ﾠden	 ﾠRuinen	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠolder	 ﾠfalls,	 ﾠtime	 ﾠchanges/	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife	 ﾠflowers	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
ruins.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 35	 ﾠ
Here	 ﾠyou	 ﾠhave	 ﾠthree	 ﾠmen	 ﾠtalking;	 ﾠand	 ﾠnow	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠa	 ﾠpiece	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠLife—	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠthemselves,	 ﾠthese	 ﾠmen,	 ﾠare	 ﾠcreators	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠatmosphere	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠmen	 ﾠare	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
how	 ﾠthe	 ﾠatmosphere	 ﾠnow	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠmen	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare:	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠhow	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
atmosphere	 ﾠthey	 ﾠshape	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe.	 ﾠInnovation	 ﾠin	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠart	 ﾠplays	 ﾠa	 ﾠhuge	 ﾠrole.	 ﾠ
Innovation,	 ﾠas	 ﾠwe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠseen,	 ﾠintroduces	 ﾠexcitement	 ﾠand	 ﾠdisturbance	 ﾠinto	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
intellectual	 ﾠand	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠworld;	 ﾠand	 ﾠaccordingly	 ﾠit	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠallow	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpossibility	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
statis	 ﾠand	 ﾠstagnation.	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠor,	 ﾠproperly	 ﾠcalled,	 ﾠnew	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠintroduced	 ﾠ
such	 ﾠferment	 ﾠand	 ﾠdisturbance	 ﾠtoday	 ﾠinto	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠand	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
And,	 ﾠastonishingly,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠtoo	 ﾠhave	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart,	 ﾠas	 ﾠit	 ﾠwere,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠalways	 ﾠ
been	 ﾠguarded	 ﾠby	 ﾠantiquarians	 ﾠand	 ﾠdustmen	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠexternal	 ﾠ“harmful”	 ﾠinfluences.	 ﾠOur	 ﾠ
ignorant,	 ﾠclerical	 ﾠpress	 ﾠhas	 ﾠplayed	 ﾠa	 ﾠbig	 ﾠrole	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis,	 ﾠhaving	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠalways	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
countervailing	 ﾠforce	 ﾠopposing	 ﾠnew	 ﾠtrends,	 ﾠnipping	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbud	 ﾠevery	 ﾠtendril,	 ﾠevery	 ﾠ
flower	 ﾠof	 ﾠany	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠcurrent	 ﾠor	 ﾠinfluence,	 ﾠclasping	 ﾠtightly	 ﾠto	 ﾠits	 ﾠbreast	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
elaborating	 ﾠupon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmoldy	 ﾠdustcovers	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠmedieval	 ﾠtomes.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ I	 ﾠrecall	 ﾠhow	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠeight	 ﾠor	 ﾠten	 ﾠyears	 ﾠago	 ﾠmodernism—	 ﾠSymbolism—	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
making	 ﾠits	 ﾠway	 ﾠwith	 ﾠshaky	 ﾠand	 ﾠuncertain	 ﾠsteps	 ﾠinto	 ﾠour	 ﾠliterature.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠcritics	 ﾠ
cried,	 ﾠ“Help!	 ﾠHelp!	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠcorrupted!”	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠour	 ﾠpetit	 ﾠ
bourgeois,63	 ﾠclerical	 ﾠintelligentsia	 ﾠimmediately	 ﾠaverted	 ﾠits	 ﾠgaze	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnewest	 ﾠ
“face”	 ﾠof	 ﾠliterature,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrepresentatives	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠcurrent	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
belong	 ﾠto	 ﾠany	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexisting	 ﾠbig	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠparties	 ﾠor	 ﾠwork	 ﾠfor	 ﾠeither	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠmajor	 ﾠ
newspapers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime.	 ﾠIs	 ﾠit	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcase	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtill	 ﾠnow	 ﾠamong	 ﾠus	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstubborn	 ﾠ
conviction	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠherd64	 ﾠprevails	 ﾠthat	 ﾠall	 ﾠ“talents”	 ﾠand	 ﾠ“developed”	 ﾠmen	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠbe	 ﾠfound	 ﾠonly	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠexisting	 ﾠpapers,	 ﾠMšak	 ﾠand	 ﾠHorizon—	 ﾠand	 ﾠthose	 ﾠwho	 ﾠ
express	 ﾠthemselves	 ﾠelsewhere	 ﾠthan	 ﾠin	 ﾠthose	 ﾠpages	 ﾠare	 ﾠneither	 ﾠwriters	 ﾠnor	 ﾠtalents.	 ﾠAt	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠmoment	 ﾠonly	 ﾠby	 ﾠmixing	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠparty	 ﾠherd	 ﾠand	 ﾠadopting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠart	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsmiles	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠtime	 ﾠis	 ﾠit	 ﾠpossible	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠacclaimed	 ﾠa	 ﾠtalent	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠearn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtitle	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
writer.	 ﾠA	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠprice	 ﾠto	 ﾠpay	 ﾠfor	 ﾠtasting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsweeter	 ﾠthings	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠYet	 ﾠhowever	 ﾠeasy	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠart	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbe	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthose	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhave	 ﾠacquired	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfacilities	 ﾠof	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠtightrope	 ﾠ
walking	 ﾠand	 ﾠflexibility,	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart	 ﾠfor	 ﾠall	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhave	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠnatural	 ﾠways	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
needs,	 ﾠand	 ﾠif	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠevent	 ﾠone	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠsatisfy	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠboth	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠmind	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
authentic	 ﾠart	 ﾠwill	 ﾠwilt	 ﾠand	 ﾠwither	 ﾠand	 ﾠwaste	 ﾠaway.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠthought	 ﾠtoday	 ﾠhas	 ﾠwasted	 ﾠaway.	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠart	 ﾠhas	 ﾠwilted,	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠ
conforming	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpsychology	 ﾠof	 ﾠsmiling	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtimes,	 ﾠof	 ﾠfollowing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠherd,	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠ
be	 ﾠadequate	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtask	 ﾠof	 ﾠwakening	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠand	 ﾠfresh	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠthought	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
bringing	 ﾠforth	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠart.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠour	 ﾠlife	 ﾠhas	 ﾠturned	 ﾠinto	 ﾠa	 ﾠstinking,	 ﾠrotten	 ﾠswamp	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠsurface	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
covered	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠlayer	 ﾠof	 ﾠgreen	 ﾠthat	 ﾠappears	 ﾠto	 ﾠone	 ﾠcoming	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠfar	 ﾠaway,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
familiar	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsituation,	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠemerald	 ﾠmeadow.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠsufficient	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnaïve	 ﾠ
stranger	 ﾠto	 ﾠset	 ﾠfoot	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdeceptive	 ﾠpasture	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhim	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠsucked	 ﾠin,	 ﾠsuffocated,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
63	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠhere	 ﾠuses	 ﾠa	 ﾠloan,	 ﾠmešč‘an,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠmeshchanin.	 ﾠ
64	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠsiwriwakan,	 ﾠpron.	 ﾠsyuru(v)-ﾭ‐akan,	 ﾠan	 ﾠadjectival	 ﾠformation	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠTk.	 ﾠsürü,	 ﾠ“flock,	 ﾠherd,	 ﾠgang”.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 36	 ﾠ
drowned.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhideous	 ﾠcroaking	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠaroused	 ﾠfrogs,	 ﾠfilling	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
clamor,	 ﾠdrowns	 ﾠout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠweak	 ﾠcries	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhelp	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstranger.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Understanding	 ﾠthis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstranger	 ﾠcoming	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠwill	 ﾠnot	 ﾠbe	 ﾠmisled	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreen	 ﾠ“meadow”	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhorizon,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwill	 ﾠgo	 ﾠtoward	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠhorizons	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
seek	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmeadow	 ﾠin	 ﾠother	 ﾠclimes,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠeven	 ﾠif	 ﾠonly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠbuds	 ﾠare	 ﾠsprouting,	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠare	 ﾠat	 ﾠleast	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreen	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠreeking	 ﾠswamp.	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠlife	 ﾠis	 ﾠso	 ﾠdecayed	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
stagnant	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmind	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠa	 ﾠdry	 ﾠgum	 ﾠdrained	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠsap.	 ﾠTalent	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠoriginal	 ﾠthought	 ﾠare	 ﾠpersecuted	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublic	 ﾠforum;	 ﾠand	 ﾠbanal	 ﾠthoughts	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
banal	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠthe	 ﾠby-ﾭ‐words	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠprogressivism.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
surprising	 ﾠthat	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠso,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠif	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet-ﾭ‐president	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcompany	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
writers	 ﾠis	 ﾠcapable	 ﾠof	 ﾠspending	 ﾠan	 ﾠentire	 ﾠnight	 ﾠpondering	 ﾠthe	 ﾠquestion	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhether	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
bard	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠNova	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠbishop	 ﾠor	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠcelibate	 ﾠpriest,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠafter	 ﾠwearing	 ﾠ
himself	 ﾠout	 ﾠat	 ﾠlength	 ﾠis	 ﾠstill	 ﾠunable	 ﾠaccurately	 ﾠto	 ﾠsolve	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhuge	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠproblem,65	 ﾠ
then	 ﾠit	 ﾠcan	 ﾠnever	 ﾠcome	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsurprise	 ﾠthat	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠa	 ﾠswamp	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠneeds	 ﾠbold	 ﾠBurliuks	 ﾠto	 ﾠcome	 ﾠand	 ﾠstir	 ﾠup	 ﾠthat	 ﾠstagnant	 ﾠpool,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠif	 ﾠthe	 ﾠaroma	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠparticular	 ﾠgarden	 ﾠof	 ﾠroses	 ﾠmakes	 ﾠthem	 ﾠgag.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Over	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlast	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠor	 ﾠthree	 ﾠyears	 ﾠa	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠclique	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhas	 ﾠassumed	 ﾠcontrol	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠcompany	 ﾠhas	 ﾠexpended	 ﾠtrouble	 ﾠand	 ﾠeffort	 ﾠto	 ﾠadvance	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbardic	 ﾠ
movement	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠliterature.66	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthey	 ﾠpropose,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstandard	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠliterature,	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠessentially	 ﾠlyric	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ18th-ﾭ‐century	 ﾠbard	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠNova,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠwith	 ﾠrespect	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠand	 ﾠform	 ﾠof	 ﾠversification,	 ﾠcan	 ﾠat	 ﾠbest	 ﾠbe	 ﾠan	 ﾠobject	 ﾠof	 ﾠethnographic	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠantiquarian	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠcomposition	 ﾠbut	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠserve	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
foundation	 ﾠstone	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠnow,	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠday,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
psychology	 ﾠof	 ﾠtoday’s	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠparticularly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠurban	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠis	 ﾠentirely	 ﾠ
different	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthat	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠor	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠcenturies	 ﾠago.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthis	 ﾠinstance	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠat	 ﾠ
all	 ﾠsurprising	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtoday’s	 ﾠgeneration	 ﾠis	 ﾠdemanding	 ﾠsingers	 ﾠwho	 ﾠsing	 ﾠabout	 ﾠits	 ﾠown	 ﾠ
life,	 ﾠdesires	 ﾠa	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠart	 ﾠof	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠown,	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠcarried	 ﾠaway	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsing-ﾭ‐
song67	 ﾠof	 ﾠ18th-ﾭ‐century	 ﾠbards.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Urban	 ﾠlife	 ﾠhas	 ﾠdeveloped	 ﾠmost	 ﾠpowerfully	 ﾠtoday;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoverwhelming	 ﾠmajority	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠlive	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcities	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhave	 ﾠseen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠmiracles	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
technology	 ﾠand	 ﾠindustry:	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠBaku,	 ﾠRostov,	 ﾠMoscow,	 ﾠConstantinople,	 ﾠAlexandria,	 ﾠ
Cairo,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcities	 ﾠof	 ﾠAmerica,	 ﾠetc.68	 ﾠVillage	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠlagging	 ﾠbehind	 ﾠthat	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠcities,	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
65	 ﾠA	 ﾠswipe	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgrand	 ﾠold	 ﾠman	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠletters	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠYovhannēs	 ﾠT‘umanean	 ﾠ(Hovhannes	 ﾠ
Tumanian).	 ﾠ
66	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠašułakan	 ﾠhosank‘:	 ﾠthis	 ﾠ“current”,	 ﾠgoing	 ﾠback	 ﾠto	 ﾠancient	 ﾠoral	 ﾠliterature,	 ﾠwould	 ﾠinclude	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠ
Nova	 ﾠbut	 ﾠalso	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearly	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠlike	 ﾠJivani,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠsong	 ﾠJaxord	 ﾠōrer	 ﾠ(pron.	 ﾠDzakhord	 ﾠ
orer,	 ﾠ“Unlucky	 ﾠdays”)	 ﾠis	 ﾠstill	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠtoday.	 ﾠ
67	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠneynimnerov;	 ﾠTk.	 ﾠneynim,	 ﾠa	 ﾠdeprecatory	 ﾠterm	 ﾠsomewhat	 ﾠlike	 ﾠEnglish	 ﾠla	 ﾠla	 ﾠla	 ﾠor	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠdalang	 ﾠ
dalang	 ﾠdalang,	 ﾠis	 ﾠone	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠalso	 ﾠliked	 ﾠto	 ﾠuse	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbroadsides	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠvulgarity	 ﾠin	 ﾠcontemporary	 ﾠ
culture.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠmocks	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhackneyed	 ﾠand	 ﾠmindless	 ﾠclichés	 ﾠof	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠsongs—	 ﾠdoggerel,	 ﾠthree-ﾭ‐chord	 ﾠ
wonders,	 ﾠelevator	 ﾠmuzak,	 ﾠand	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrest	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoetic	 ﾠkitsch	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbackground	 ﾠ
noise	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
68	 ﾠA	 ﾠstrange	 ﾠand	 ﾠinteresting	 ﾠlist,	 ﾠdemonstrative	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcognitive	 ﾠdisconnection	 ﾠone	 ﾠoften	 ﾠobserves	 ﾠ
between	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠand	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠArmenias.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠmentions	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcomparatively	 ﾠminor	 ﾠnorth	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 37	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠgradually	 ﾠcrumbling	 ﾠas	 ﾠurban	 ﾠindustry	 ﾠpenetrates	 ﾠthere,	 ﾠtoo.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠclear	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
man	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠmoment	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠdemand	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠliterature,	 ﾠa	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠ
kind	 ﾠof	 ﾠart	 ﾠwith	 ﾠits	 ﾠcorresponding	 ﾠmodes	 ﾠof	 ﾠthought,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠspeak	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠand	 ﾠmind	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠman,	 ﾠand	 ﾠnot	 ﾠa	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠspecific	 ﾠto	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠor	 ﾠdriven	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwinds	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Romanticism.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠcultivators	 ﾠof	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠwho	 ﾠlag	 ﾠbehind	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdemands	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠage,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwho	 ﾠare	 ﾠpowerless	 ﾠto	 ﾠsatisfy	 ﾠthose	 ﾠdemands,	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠonly	 ﾠones	 ﾠ
who	 ﾠprofit	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsituation.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Life	 ﾠitself	 ﾠpossesses	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreatest	 ﾠpower,	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠwill	 ﾠscatter	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwinds	 ﾠthose	 ﾠ
artificial	 ﾠbirth	 ﾠpangs	 ﾠand	 ﾠset	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠart	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpaths	 ﾠof	 ﾠauthenticity.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
first	 ﾠindications	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtrend	 ﾠof	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠpaths	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexpressions	 ﾠemerging	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
literary	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠthose	 ﾠparticular	 ﾠexperiences,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠones	 ﾠthat	 ﾠbring	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠnew	 ﾠart	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠgeneration.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Questions,	 ﾠquestions,	 ﾠand	 ﾠmore	 ﾠquestions—	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmyriad	 ﾠtrees	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠforest,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠ
crowd	 ﾠaround	 ﾠus!	 ﾠBut	 ﾠlet	 ﾠus	 ﾠturn	 ﾠto	 ﾠour	 ﾠissue,	 ﾠto	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠand	 ﾠexplain	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠit	 ﾠis,	 ﾠ
something	 ﾠour	 ﾠwise	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠsages,69	 ﾠuncomprehending,	 ﾠkeep	 ﾠon	 ﾠexplaining	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
abnormality,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthough	 ﾠnowadays	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsoundest	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠnormality	 ﾠwill	 ﾠnot	 ﾠpass	 ﾠ
muster	 ﾠwith	 ﾠeven	 ﾠa	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠfool.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Marinetti	 ﾠin	 ﾠMoscow.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ When	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠwas	 ﾠin	 ﾠMoscow	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlectures,	 ﾠas	 ﾠwe	 ﾠknow	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpapers,	 ﾠ
enjoyed	 ﾠthunderous	 ﾠsuccess,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠthemselves	 ﾠadopted	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
Caucasian	 ﾠcity	 ﾠof	 ﾠRostov	 ﾠ(Armenian	 ﾠNor	 ﾠNakhichevan’);	 ﾠbut	 ﾠexcept	 ﾠfor	 ﾠConstantinople	 ﾠthe	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠcities—	 ﾠSmyrna,	 ﾠKharpert,	 ﾠTokat,	 ﾠGesaria-ﾭ‐Kayseri,	 ﾠSepastia-ﾭ‐Sivas,	 ﾠMalatya,	 ﾠDikranakert-ﾭ‐
Diyarbakir,	 ﾠBitlis,	 ﾠMush,	 ﾠVan,	 ﾠetc.—	 ﾠescape	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnotice	 ﾠentirely.	 ﾠNor	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠhe	 ﾠseem	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠaware	 ﾠ(though	 ﾠ
this	 ﾠmay	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠonly	 ﾠa	 ﾠpolemical	 ﾠploy)	 ﾠthat	 ﾠa	 ﾠvast	 ﾠnumber	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenians,	 ﾠagain	 ﾠin	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠ
Armenia	 ﾠ(90%	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠterritory	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcountry),	 ﾠwere	 ﾠrural	 ﾠfarmers,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠcity	 ﾠdwellers.	 ﾠAs	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
America,	 ﾠby	 ﾠ1914	 ﾠthere	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsignificant	 ﾠworking-ﾭ‐class	 ﾠurban	 ﾠdiaspora	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNortheast—	 ﾠ
Worcester-ﾭ‐Lynn-ﾭ‐Boston-ﾭ‐Pawtucket-ﾭ‐Providence	 ﾠand	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠagain,	 ﾠthere	 ﾠwas	 ﾠby	 ﾠthen	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
significant	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠdiaspora	 ﾠcommunity	 ﾠof	 ﾠfarmers	 ﾠin	 ﾠFresno,	 ﾠCalifornia	 ﾠand	 ﾠenvirons	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠconurbations	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠLos	 ﾠAngeles	 ﾠbasin	 ﾠremained	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdistant	 ﾠfuture).	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
69Arm.	 ﾠXikar	 ﾠimastunnerǝ.	 ﾠXikar,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠname	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠnoun	 ﾠor	 ﾠadjective	 ﾠhas	 ﾠconnoted	 ﾠa	 ﾠwise	 ﾠ
man	 ﾠin	 ﾠvernacular	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠsince	 ﾠmedieval	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠbard	 ﾠYovhannēs	 ﾠT‘lkuranc‘I	 ﾠuses	 ﾠit,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
instance),	 ﾠis	 ﾠAḥiqar,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhero	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠlate	 ﾠAssyrian	 ﾠwisdom	 ﾠtale	 ﾠin	 ﾠAramaic	 ﾠthat	 ﾠentered	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcorpus	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Biblical	 ﾠapocrypha.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠstory	 ﾠwas	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast	 ﾠChristian	 ﾠworld	 ﾠgenerally:	 ﾠAkir	 ﾠpremudryi,	 ﾠ
“Aḥiqar	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexceedingly	 ﾠwise”,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanuscripts	 ﾠbound	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmiscellany	 ﾠthat—	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
reported,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprecious	 ﾠvolume	 ﾠwas	 ﾠsupposedly	 ﾠconsumed	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠMoscow	 ﾠfire	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1812—	 ﾠ
contained	 ﾠthe	 ﾠunique	 ﾠcopy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠOld	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠepic	 ﾠSlovo	 ﾠo	 ﾠpolku	 ﾠIgoreve,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠLay	 ﾠof	 ﾠIgor’s	 ﾠ
Campaign”.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠinto	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ5th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠand	 ﾠremained	 ﾠpopular,	 ﾠfinding	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
place	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmiscellany	 ﾠof	 ﾠdidactic	 ﾠtales	 ﾠof	 ﾠwisdom	 ﾠand	 ﾠadventure	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠPatmut‘iwn	 ﾠPłnjē	 ﾠK‘ałak‘i	 ﾠ
(“History	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCity	 ﾠof	 ﾠBrass”).	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmain	 ﾠstory	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcollection,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠderives	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠIndian	 ﾠand	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠcycle	 ﾠof	 ﾠstories	 ﾠgathered	 ﾠtogether	 ﾠin	 ﾠArabic	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠThousand	 ﾠNights	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
Night.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlast	 ﾠedition	 ﾠin	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠof	 ﾠPatmut‘iwn	 ﾠPłnjē	 ﾠK‘ałak‘i	 ﾠwas	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠat	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1865.	 ﾠ
It	 ﾠwas	 ﾠintended	 ﾠfor	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠentertainment	 ﾠand	 ﾠedification:	 ﾠanother	 ﾠcase,	 ﾠif	 ﾠone	 ﾠwishes	 ﾠto	 ﾠsee	 ﾠit	 ﾠso,	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠarbiters	 ﾠof	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠclasping	 ﾠdusty	 ﾠmedieval	 ﾠtomes	 ﾠto	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠbreasts	 ﾠand	 ﾠforcing	 ﾠthem	 ﾠupon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
populace—	 ﾠthough	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠindication	 ﾠanybody	 ﾠresisted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbook,	 ﾠand	 ﾠanyway	 ﾠthe	 ﾠliving	 ﾠspeech	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠowes	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠrhetorical	 ﾠpanache	 ﾠto	 ﾠit!	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 38	 ﾠ
thoroughly	 ﾠnegative	 ﾠattitude	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠsufficient	 ﾠto	 ﾠrecall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠletter	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpaper	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠtypical	 ﾠrepresentatives	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
painter	 ﾠLarionov,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcalls	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠ“tasteless	 ﾠand	 ﾠvulgar”;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmessage	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠpreached,	 ﾠ“an	 ﾠabsurdity”.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠmaybe	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreason	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmajority	 ﾠliked	 ﾠ
him—	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠfound	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlisteners	 ﾠa	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠ
understood.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠcan	 ﾠfairly	 ﾠconsider	 ﾠthis	 ﾠa	 ﾠsign	 ﾠof	 ﾠbanality,70	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthe	 ﾠapostle	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
new	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠmovement,	 ﾠan	 ﾠinnovator,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠalways	 ﾠhistorically	 ﾠstirred	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtaste	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
public,	 ﾠits	 ﾠperceptions.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠinevitable	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠclash	 ﾠto	 ﾠemerge	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠviews	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
innovator	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmasses;	 ﾠfew	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠgenuine	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠaccessible	 ﾠonly	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
few.	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠinstance	 ﾠproved	 ﾠmore	 ﾠdiplomatic.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlectures	 ﾠhe	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
issue	 ﾠa	 ﾠclarion	 ﾠcall	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcult	 ﾠof	 ﾠwar	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsoul-ﾭ‐fulfilling	 ﾠhygiene	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld,71	 ﾠ
nor	 ﾠdid	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtemerity	 ﾠto	 ﾠdiscuss	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcowardice	 ﾠof	 ﾠTolstoy;	 ﾠand,	 ﾠfinally,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
neglected	 ﾠto	 ﾠexpress	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠon	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcontempt	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwomen	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfond	 ﾠdream	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
begetting	 ﾠa	 ﾠ“mechanical	 ﾠson”.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
He	 ﾠspoke	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠinstincts	 ﾠof	 ﾠpeoples	 ﾠthat	 ﾠbreak	 ﾠaway	 ﾠand	 ﾠlong	 ﾠto	 ﾠpress	 ﾠ
forward	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth’s	 ﾠforces	 ﾠof	 ﾠstasis.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠspoke	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvalues	 ﾠof	 ﾠraces,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
carried	 ﾠsome	 ﾠnotes	 ﾠof	 ﾠbravery	 ﾠyet	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠtime	 ﾠwas	 ﾠunexpected.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠspoke	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
slavish,	 ﾠfollower,	 ﾠmuseum	 ﾠmentality,	 ﾠof	 ﾠarid	 ﾠbookishness.	 ﾠFinally,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
any	 ﾠtendency	 ﾠto	 ﾠemerge	 ﾠvictorious	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠunite	 ﾠforces,	 ﾠrather	 ﾠthan	 ﾠsplit	 ﾠ
into	 ﾠparty	 ﾠfactions.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠessence	 ﾠof	 ﾠevery	 ﾠtrend	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠjust	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠexcesses	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
its	 ﾠstrange	 ﾠfeatures.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠall	 ﾠthis	 ﾠis	 ﾠjust	 ﾠas	 ﾠunderstandable,	 ﾠespecially	 ﾠfor	 ﾠus,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠintelligentsia	 ﾠ(and	 ﾠthis	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠunderstood	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠintelligentsia	 ﾠ
also),	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠeternally,	 ﾠforever	 ﾠarguing,	 ﾠgetting	 ﾠtwisted	 ﾠin	 ﾠknots,	 ﾠtrying	 ﾠto	 ﾠbreak	 ﾠ
all	 ﾠrecords.	 ﾠLook	 ﾠat	 ﾠit:	 ﾠanyone	 ﾠwho	 ﾠdoesn’t	 ﾠget	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlast	 ﾠword	 ﾠin,	 ﾠis	 ﾠunable	 ﾠto	 ﾠrest	 ﾠeasy	 ﾠ
afterwards.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Marinetti	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠconfesses	 ﾠthat	 ﾠan	 ﾠideology	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠyet	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠ
created,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠtask	 ﾠfor	 ﾠsubsequent	 ﾠgenerations,	 ﾠand	 ﾠright	 ﾠnow	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
labor	 ﾠjust	 ﾠfor	 ﾠmental	 ﾠhygiene—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpreservation	 ﾠof	 ﾠhealth.	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
expression	 ﾠof	 ﾠcontemporaneity.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠone	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠexpress	 ﾠmental	 ﾠhealth	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
cultivation	 ﾠof	 ﾠphysical	 ﾠstrength—	 ﾠsport—	 ﾠand	 ﾠby	 ﾠboycotting	 ﾠmuseums	 ﾠand	 ﾠlibraries.	 ﾠ
“Every	 ﾠday	 ﾠan	 ﾠadolescent	 ﾠboy	 ﾠspends	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠlibrary72	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠday	 ﾠlost,”	 ﾠproclaims	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
70	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠk‘analut‘ean,	 ﾠgen.	 ﾠsg.,	 ﾠa	 ﾠword	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠmeaning	 ﾠI	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠfind,	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠmisprint	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ*banalut‘ean	 ﾠ
“of	 ﾠbanality”,	 ﾠcf.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš’	 ﾠuse	 ﾠabove	 ﾠof	 ﾠbanal	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠloan	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠRus.	 ﾠinto	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠ
71	 ﾠSee	 ﾠF.T.	 ﾠMarinetti,	 ﾠGuerra	 ﾠsola	 ﾠigiene	 ﾠdel	 ﾠmondo,	 ﾠMilano,	 ﾠ1915,	 ﾠcover	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠin	 ﾠVivien	 ﾠGreene,	 ﾠ
ed.,	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠ1909-ﾭ‐1944:	 ﾠReconstructing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠUniverse,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠGuggenheim	 ﾠMuseum,	 ﾠ2014,	 ﾠ
p.	 ﾠ61,	 ﾠpl.	 ﾠ26.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠessays	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠrecent	 ﾠexhibition	 ﾠcatalogue	 ﾠexamine	 ﾠunflinchingly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdehumanism	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠanti-ﾭ‐Christianity	 ﾠof	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠin	 ﾠparticular.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠcommissar	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠarts,	 ﾠAnatolii	 ﾠ
Lunacharsky,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠCommunist	 ﾠtheoretician	 ﾠAntonio	 ﾠGramsci	 ﾠinitially	 ﾠregarded	 ﾠ
Futurism	 ﾠas	 ﾠrevolutionary;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠturned	 ﾠdecisively	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠfascism.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠdisapproved	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Nazi	 ﾠsuppression	 ﾠof	 ﾠso-ﾭ‐called	 ﾠentartete	 ﾠKunst	 ﾠ“degenerate	 ﾠart”,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠnevertheless	 ﾠfollowed	 ﾠMussolini	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbitter	 ﾠend.	 ﾠEmilio	 ﾠGentile	 ﾠconcludes	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠessay	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvolume	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠ“were	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
precursors	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠprophets”	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNazi	 ﾠconcentration	 ﾠcamps	 ﾠ(pp.	 ﾠ65-ﾭ‐75,	 ﾠ172).	 ﾠ
72	 ﾠFor	 ﾠ“library”	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠuses	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠaugust	 ﾠand	 ﾠvenerable	 ﾠterm	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠmatenadaran,	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠis	 ﾠgenerally	 ﾠreserved	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠrepository	 ﾠof	 ﾠmanuscripts	 ﾠand	 ﾠrare	 ﾠold	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠbooks,	 ﾠrather	 ﾠthan	 ﾠ
gradaran,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠquotidian	 ﾠpublic	 ﾠlibrary.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 39	 ﾠ
Marinetti;	 ﾠand,	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠexample	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠideal	 ﾠpoet,	 ﾠpoints	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠcomrade	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠwho	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
Neapolitan	 ﾠsans	 ﾠculotte73	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnever	 ﾠheard	 ﾠof	 ﾠPetrarch	 ﾠor	 ﾠeven	 ﾠDante.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠfor	 ﾠus,	 ﾠinfected	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdiseased	 ﾠnarcissism	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠOriental,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠour	 ﾠslack	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
sickly	 ﾠnerves,	 ﾠit	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbe	 ﾠhelpful	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠinfected	 ﾠby	 ﾠMarinetti’s	 ﾠadolescent	 ﾠjoie	 ﾠde	 ﾠvivre.	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠthat	 ﾠreligion	 ﾠof	 ﾠmuscle	 ﾠis	 ﾠinsufficient	 ﾠfor	 ﾠliving	 ﾠand	 ﾠbelieving.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠAims	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠin	 ﾠItaly.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠa	 ﾠrelatively	 ﾠshort	 ﾠtime	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠhas	 ﾠgained	 ﾠnumerous	 ﾠadherents,	 ﾠboth	 ﾠ
teachers	 ﾠand	 ﾠstudents.	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpictures,	 ﾠprose,	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠhave	 ﾠappeared.	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠ
lectures	 ﾠhave	 ﾠstarted	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠread	 ﾠand	 ﾠnow	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠfashion	 ﾠcabarets	 ﾠhave	 ﾠsprung	 ﾠup.	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠpublic,	 ﾠquite	 ﾠnaturally,	 ﾠwants	 ﾠto	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠacquainted	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠessence	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
current	 ﾠin	 ﾠart.	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠcurrent,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthough	 ﾠgenuine	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠ
preaches	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrenewal	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠstrata	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ It	 ﾠis	 ﾠmost	 ﾠnatural	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvoices	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠrenewal	 ﾠwere	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠheard	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠcountry	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠis	 ﾠliving	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠperiod	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠdecline,	 ﾠa	 ﾠcountry	 ﾠthat	 ﾠpresents	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspectacle	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠa	 ﾠgigantic	 ﾠcemetery,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcreation	 ﾠof	 ﾠnew	 ﾠframes	 ﾠof	 ﾠreference	 ﾠfor	 ﾠlife	 ﾠand	 ﾠart	 ﾠ
died	 ﾠout	 ﾠlong	 ﾠago.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠItaly.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ At	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother	 ﾠstates	 ﾠof	 ﾠEurope	 ﾠwere	 ﾠflowering—	 ﾠat	 ﾠthat	 ﾠvery	 ﾠ
time	 ﾠItaly	 ﾠwas	 ﾠgradually	 ﾠdeclining	 ﾠculturally,	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmidst	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠprocess	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
decline	 ﾠand	 ﾠdisintegration	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠby	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠnecessity	 ﾠthat	 ﾠnew,	 ﾠkeen,	 ﾠconvulsive	 ﾠ
forces	 ﾠwere	 ﾠborn.	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠmanifested	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠforce.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Futurism	 ﾠin	 ﾠItaly	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠand	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠmovement,	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠso	 ﾠserious	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Futurist’s	 ﾠringleader,	 ﾠMarinetti,	 ﾠdeclared	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcandidacy	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlast	 ﾠparliamentary	 ﾠ
elections	 ﾠin	 ﾠItaly.	 ﾠAlthough	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠdid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠwin	 ﾠa	 ﾠmajority	 ﾠof	 ﾠvotes,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfairly	 ﾠ
significant	 ﾠshowing	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠindicates	 ﾠthat	 ﾠMarinetti’s	 ﾠcampaign	 ﾠwas	 ﾠtaken	 ﾠ
seriously.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠpolitical,	 ﾠor,	 ﾠto	 ﾠput	 ﾠit	 ﾠmore	 ﾠprecisely,	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠcredo	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
follows:	 ﾠ
1.  Love	 ﾠfor	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠcountry,	 ﾠand,	 ﾠcorrespondingly,	 ﾠhatred	 ﾠfor	 ﾠAustria	 ﾠas	 ﾠItaly’s	 ﾠ
most	 ﾠthreatening	 ﾠand	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠneighbor.	 ﾠ
2.  Spreading	 ﾠurban	 ﾠculture,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠits	 ﾠproduction,	 ﾠfactories,	 ﾠand	 ﾠmechanized	 ﾠ
environment.	 ﾠ
3.  	 ﾠMilitarism,	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠindispensable	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠnation	 ﾠto	 ﾠacquire	 ﾠpower	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
relation	 ﾠto	 ﾠother	 ﾠpeoples.	 ﾠ
4.  Doing	 ﾠaway	 ﾠwith	 ﾠsentimentalism	 ﾠand	 ﾠpossessing	 ﾠan	 ﾠiron	 ﾠwill,	 ﾠboth	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠ
are	 ﾠessential	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthose	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcountry	 ﾠanew.	 ﾠ
5.  	 ﾠHatred	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠphilistinism,	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠa	 ﾠcountry	 ﾠneeds	 ﾠheroes,	 ﾠand	 ﾠphilistines	 ﾠ
are	 ﾠnever	 ﾠcapable	 ﾠof	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠheroes.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
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6.  And,	 ﾠfinally,	 ﾠhatred	 ﾠof	 ﾠWoman	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsingle	 ﾠsource	 ﾠand	 ﾠcause	 ﾠof	 ﾠweakness,	 ﾠ
who	 ﾠtakes	 ﾠaway	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠmales	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠbest	 ﾠyears	 ﾠand	 ﾠdisposes	 ﾠthem	 ﾠto	 ﾠinanity;	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠthis	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcase	 ﾠinsofar	 ﾠas	 ﾠWoman	 ﾠherself	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠevince	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstrength	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
be	 ﾠa	 ﾠhero	 ﾠand	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠforce,	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠthus	 ﾠincapable	 ﾠof	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠequal	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
male.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
This	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠand	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠprogram	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠAims	 ﾠof	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠin	 ﾠArt.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsphere	 ﾠof	 ﾠart	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠexpresses	 ﾠitself	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠde-ﾭ‐
divination	 ﾠof	 ﾠold	 ﾠart.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠcut	 ﾠoneself	 ﾠoff	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠold;	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
necessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠget	 ﾠfar	 ﾠaway	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠmuseums,	 ﾠand	 ﾠif	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠfeasible	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo	 ﾠthat,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠone	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠobliged	 ﾠto	 ﾠdestroy	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ So	 ﾠhere	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠintroduces	 ﾠinto	 ﾠart	 ﾠa	 ﾠthing	 ﾠcompletely	 ﾠnew:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsermon	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
motion.	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠstates	 ﾠthat	 ﾠlife	 ﾠis	 ﾠembodied	 ﾠmotion.	 ﾠLife	 ﾠmoves	 ﾠforward	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠ
cease,	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠpowerful,	 ﾠceaseless	 ﾠlabor	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠaccomplished	 ﾠby	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠ
grows,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠculture	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠgrows,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrural	 ﾠand	 ﾠagricultural	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠ
diminishes	 ﾠand	 ﾠturns	 ﾠto	 ﾠdust.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠthis	 ﾠis	 ﾠthat	 ﾠside	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity:	 ﾠlife	 ﾠitself,	 ﾠmotion,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠare	 ﾠworking	 ﾠto	 ﾠtransfer,	 ﾠto	 ﾠinculcate,	 ﾠinto	 ﾠart.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Futurism	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠelemental	 ﾠphenomenon.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠhistory	 ﾠof	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
uninterrupted	 ﾠmotion	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠgeneration	 ﾠof	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠis	 ﾠnever	 ﾠable	 ﾠto	 ﾠrest	 ﾠcontent	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠsatisfied	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠaxioms	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠpredecessors.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠinstinctively	 ﾠ
desire	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠverses	 ﾠto	 ﾠembody	 ﾠevery	 ﾠnew	 ﾠthing	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhas	 ﾠentered	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpsychology	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
humanity	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlast	 ﾠdecade;	 ﾠand	 ﾠfor	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠor	 ﾠworse	 ﾠthose	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠare	 ﾠseeking	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
express	 ﾠit.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ So	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠjustification	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠspread	 ﾠswiftly	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
Italy	 ﾠand	 ﾠFrance	 ﾠto	 ﾠGermany	 ﾠand	 ﾠeven	 ﾠEngland,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhas	 ﾠreached	 ﾠeven	 ﾠus,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Armenians,	 ﾠhere	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasus.	 ﾠHere	 ﾠI	 ﾠwould	 ﾠlike	 ﾠto	 ﾠpause	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠthan	 ﾠusual	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
Italian	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠand	 ﾠchiefly	 ﾠon	 ﾠMarinetti,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠis	 ﾠjustly	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfather	 ﾠof	 ﾠItaliam	 ﾠ
Futurism	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠchief	 ﾠand	 ﾠleader	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠmovement.	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠphilosophy	 ﾠis	 ﾠfounded	 ﾠon	 ﾠpersonal,	 ﾠindividualist	 ﾠthinking;	 ﾠand	 ﾠits	 ﾠaesthetic	 ﾠ
taste,	 ﾠon	 ﾠpurely	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠfeeling.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠeach	 ﾠand	 ﾠevery	 ﾠindividual,	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠtotally	 ﾠ
different,	 ﾠdistinct,	 ﾠparticular	 ﾠexpression.	 ﾠFrom	 ﾠthis	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtotal	 ﾠabsence	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
theory,	 ﾠa	 ﾠprogram	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠkind	 ﾠtypical	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcollectivists,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠviewpoint	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
theory	 ﾠtake	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠplace;	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠis	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠthe	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠunique	 ﾠ
perception,	 ﾠmode	 ﾠof	 ﾠunderstanding,	 ﾠand	 ﾠviewpoint	 ﾠconstitute	 ﾠtheory.	 ﾠMan	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠcenter	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠuniverse,	 ﾠto	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠrefers,	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠfocus—	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠentire	 ﾠ
viewpoint	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheory	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ 	 ﾠ As	 ﾠmany	 ﾠmen	 ﾠthere	 ﾠare,	 ﾠthere	 ﾠare	 ﾠthat	 ﾠmany	 ﾠcenters	 ﾠand	 ﾠfocuses,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠevery	 ﾠspectator	 ﾠrelates	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠentirely	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠway,	 ﾠilluminating	 ﾠ
it	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeams	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠparticular	 ﾠcolors	 ﾠand	 ﾠinner	 ﾠqualities.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠthis	 ﾠultra-ﾭ‐	 ﾠ 41	 ﾠ
individualism	 ﾠimpels	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠpersonal	 ﾠmodes	 ﾠof	 ﾠthinking	 ﾠand	 ﾠcreation	 ﾠ
without	 ﾠany	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠconnection	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast.	 ﾠTo	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontrary,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠentire	 ﾠmomentum	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠis	 ﾠdirected	 ﾠto	 ﾠcarving	 ﾠaway	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthick	 ﾠlayer	 ﾠof	 ﾠbark	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠin	 ﾠother	 ﾠ
words,	 ﾠto	 ﾠcasting	 ﾠoff	 ﾠthe	 ﾠback	 ﾠof	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠman	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoppression,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheavy	 ﾠyoke	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
past.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠprincipal	 ﾠgoal	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠsever	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtie	 ﾠlinking	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
past.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠsculptor	 ﾠBoccioni	 ﾠsays,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠghost	 ﾠof	 ﾠMichelangelo	 ﾠhas	 ﾠ
entered	 ﾠme	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠkeeping	 ﾠme	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠcreating.	 ﾠI	 ﾠmust	 ﾠat	 ﾠany	 ﾠprice	 ﾠfree	 ﾠmyself	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠ
monstrous	 ﾠspecter.”	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠsays,	 ﾠ“Italy	 ﾠis	 ﾠoppressed	 ﾠbeneath	 ﾠits	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
glorious	 ﾠpast.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠpast	 ﾠgreatness	 ﾠsits	 ﾠheavy	 ﾠand	 ﾠsmothers	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent,	 ﾠand	 ﾠburies	 ﾠ
beneath	 ﾠitself	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠsprouts	 ﾠof	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠgeniuses.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠthe	 ﾠglare	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠItaly	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠeclipse	 ﾠlooks	 ﾠvery	 ﾠtrivial.	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠ
does	 ﾠnot	 ﾠdenigrate	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠcreations	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast;	 ﾠrather,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠis	 ﾠeven	 ﾠpained	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
very	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠso	 ﾠvery	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠand	 ﾠby	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠgreatness	 ﾠhave	 ﾠheld	 ﾠback	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠ
forces,	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠtalents.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠman	 ﾠof	 ﾠtoday,	 ﾠaccording	 ﾠto	 ﾠMarinetti,	 ﾠthinks	 ﾠand	 ﾠfeels	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
an	 ﾠentirely	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠway,	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠthe	 ﾠman	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmoment,	 ﾠequipped	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
“telephone”,74	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠcompletely	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠthinking	 ﾠthan	 ﾠhis	 ﾠforefathers,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠ
had	 ﾠno	 ﾠidea	 ﾠof	 ﾠtelephones.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Genuine	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvictory	 ﾠof	 ﾠyouth	 ﾠand	 ﾠof	 ﾠhealthy	 ﾠand	 ﾠenlightened	 ﾠ
energies.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠrenew	 ﾠman,	 ﾠinstill	 ﾠconfidence	 ﾠin	 ﾠyouth,	 ﾠand	 ﾠrender	 ﾠto	 ﾠour	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠstyle,	 ﾠcolor,	 ﾠand	 ﾠvisage	 ﾠwe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠlost.	 ﾠTo	 ﾠmake	 ﾠjust	 ﾠthat	 ﾠpoint,	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠsays,	 ﾠ
“Twenty-ﾭ‐year-ﾭ‐old	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠhave	 ﾠgathered	 ﾠaround	 ﾠme:	 ﾠBuzzi,	 ﾠCavacchioli,	 ﾠLibero	 ﾠ
Altomare,	 ﾠArmando	 ﾠMazza,	 ﾠAldo	 ﾠPalazzeschi—	 ﾠon	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠfame	 ﾠis	 ﾠalready	 ﾠsmiling.	 ﾠ
Together	 ﾠwith	 ﾠme,	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠverse	 ﾠand	 ﾠprose	 ﾠcompositions	 ﾠthey	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠ
unmasking	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoutrageous	 ﾠsituation	 ﾠthat	 ﾠour	 ﾠintelligentsia	 ﾠhas	 ﾠput	 ﾠus	 ﾠin	 ﾠwith	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
opportunism	 ﾠand	 ﾠmediocrity,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠcalling	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠneed	 ﾠto	 ﾠelevate	 ﾠnational	 ﾠ
honor,	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠart	 ﾠare	 ﾠimpossible.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠhas	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠinfused	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
free	 ﾠand	 ﾠliving	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠoneself	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbuilder	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture,	 ﾠrather	 ﾠthan	 ﾠa	 ﾠslave,	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠworshipper	 ﾠburied	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdust	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠdeclare	 ﾠour	 ﾠaim	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwaging	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
an	 ﾠimpassioned	 ﾠfight	 ﾠto	 ﾠdestroy	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcult	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast.	 ﾠHave	 ﾠyou	 ﾠever	 ﾠthought	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
countless	 ﾠand	 ﾠinnumerable	 ﾠdead	 ﾠgeniuses,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠcrowd	 ﾠaround	 ﾠand	 ﾠbeset	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠevery	 ﾠ
side	 ﾠand	 ﾠsmother	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfew	 ﾠliving	 ﾠones?	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Men	 ﾠare	 ﾠaccustomed	 ﾠto	 ﾠthink	 ﾠonly	 ﾠof	 ﾠdead	 ﾠgeniuses,	 ﾠwork	 ﾠonly	 ﾠon	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠtrade	 ﾠ
only	 ﾠthem	 ﾠwith	 ﾠeach	 ﾠother.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠis	 ﾠeasy	 ﾠand	 ﾠprepared,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpaths	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
smoothed	 ﾠout	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdoors	 ﾠare	 ﾠwide	 ﾠopen.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠappear	 ﾠceremoniously	 ﾠ
everywhere,	 ﾠpass	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠour	 ﾠcities,	 ﾠenter	 ﾠour	 ﾠhouses,	 ﾠand	 ﾠspoil	 ﾠthe	 ﾠair	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
springtime	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstench	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgrave.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠwho	 ﾠlive	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreatness	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
74	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠtelefon,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠRus.,	 ﾠrather	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠusual	 ﾠnative	 ﾠcalques	 ﾠheṙaxōs	 ﾠor	 ﾠheṙajayn;	 ﾠlater	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠessay,	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠhis	 ﾠsection	 ﾠon	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠaesthetics,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠuses	 ﾠtelefon	 ﾠand	 ﾠheṙaxōs	 ﾠtogether	 ﾠas	 ﾠthough	 ﾠthey	 ﾠ
were	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠinstruments.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 42	 ﾠ
past,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast	 ﾠis	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchief	 ﾠelements	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠinner	 ﾠlives,	 ﾠare	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠ
Passéists.75	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠthat	 ﾠway,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcreations	 ﾠof	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠdead	 ﾠgeniuses	 ﾠand	 ﾠtalents	 ﾠare	 ﾠbought	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
sold	 ﾠand	 ﾠused	 ﾠup,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠas	 ﾠfar	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠliving	 ﾠare	 ﾠconcerned,	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlot	 ﾠis	 ﾠjust	 ﾠcontempt,	 ﾠ
insult,	 ﾠand	 ﾠabuse.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠyoung—	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠfighting	 ﾠfor,	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠliveliest	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlive.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠyoung—	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠlot	 ﾠis	 ﾠstarvation.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠhas	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
money	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠspent	 ﾠon	 ﾠart	 ﾠin	 ﾠItaly	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠcollected	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtightly	 ﾠsewn	 ﾠup	 ﾠpockets	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠgravediggers.	 ﾠI	 ﾠregard	 ﾠas	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠthe	 ﾠPasséist	 ﾠpublishers,	 ﾠprofessors,	 ﾠscholarly	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
powerless	 ﾠcritics	 ﾠ[Arm.	 ﾠkritnkosnerin:	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠa	 ﾠtypo—	 ﾠJ.R.R.]	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠbase	 ﾠ
mercantile	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠenvious	 ﾠslander,	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠfighting.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Isn’t	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsituation	 ﾠwith	 ﾠus	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame?	 ﾠDon’t	 ﾠwe,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠhave	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrude	 ﾠcritic	 ﾠ
who	 ﾠapproaches	 ﾠnewly-ﾭ‐sprouted,	 ﾠnewly-ﾭ‐budding	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠbelles	 ﾠlettres	 ﾠand	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
representatives	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠprimitive	 ﾠtaste	 ﾠand	 ﾠclumsy	 ﾠbricklayer’s	 ﾠfingers,	 ﾠespecially	 ﾠif	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠcast	 ﾠoverboard	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsafety	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexisting	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠships—	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
newspapers?	 ﾠAren’t	 ﾠall	 ﾠtalented	 ﾠand	 ﾠlearned	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠsecured	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠanimals,	 ﾠpair	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
pair,	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpatriarch	 ﾠNoah’s	 ﾠark,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthose	 ﾠships?	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother	 ﾠside,	 ﾠaren’t	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
publishers	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠsame	 ﾠPasséists?	 ﾠDon’t	 ﾠwe,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠhave	 ﾠall	 ﾠour	 ﾠcompanies	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
accumulated	 ﾠfunds	 ﾠjust	 ﾠto	 ﾠpublish	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠbut	 ﾠKhorenats‘is	 ﾠand	 ﾠAgathangeloses?76	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠhaven’t	 ﾠwe	 ﾠgot	 ﾠso-ﾭ‐called	 ﾠscholars	 ﾠworking	 ﾠspecifically	 ﾠon	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠentire	 ﾠ
métier	 ﾠand	 ﾠraison	 ﾠd’être	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠfind	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtail	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfell	 ﾠoff	 ﾠa	 ﾠletter	 ﾠǝt‘?77	 ﾠWe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠ
publishing	 ﾠcompanies	 ﾠand	 ﾠorganizations	 ﾠthat	 ﾠare	 ﾠPasséist	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbroadest	 ﾠpossible	 ﾠ
sense	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠword.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠconsider	 ﾠpublishing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwritings	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠbudding	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
throwing	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmoney	 ﾠaway	 ﾠdown	 ﾠa	 ﾠhole.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠquite	 ﾠcapable	 ﾠof	 ﾠpublishing	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠworks	 ﾠof	 ﾠany	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhas	 ﾠaccumulated	 ﾠenough	 ﾠdust	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠconsigned	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
museum	 ﾠof	 ﾠantiquities,	 ﾠor	 ﾠa	 ﾠtranslation	 ﾠof	 ﾠany	 ﾠtalent	 ﾠrecognized	 ﾠin	 ﾠEurope—	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠequally	 ﾠtasty	 ﾠfood	 ﾠfor	 ﾠmice	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdusty	 ﾠshelves	 ﾠof	 ﾠlibrary	 ﾠstacks.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠgeneration	 ﾠdemands	 ﾠfresh	 ﾠmental	 ﾠnourishment—	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
literature	 ﾠof	 ﾠnow,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsingers	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnow.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ And	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdays	 ﾠof	 ﾠdomination	 ﾠby	 ﾠthose	 ﾠprofiteering	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠdeclaims	 ﾠ
Marinetti,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠkill	 ﾠevery	 ﾠday	 ﾠany	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠof	 ﾠgenius,	 ﾠhurling	 ﾠat	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhead	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdesiccated	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
75	 ﾠThis	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenized	 ﾠversion	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFrench	 ﾠtranslation	 ﾠof	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠpassatista,	 ﾠrendered	 ﾠ
“traditionalist”	 ﾠin	 ﾠGreene,	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ170.	 ﾠ
76	 ﾠThe	 ﾠPatmut‘iwn	 ﾠHayoc‘	 ﾠ(“History	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians”)	 ﾠof	 ﾠMovsēs	 ﾠXorenac‘i,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdeeply	 ﾠrevered	 ﾠ
patmahayr	 ﾠ(“father	 ﾠof	 ﾠhistory”)	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnation,	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠclassical	 ﾠtext	 ﾠin	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDerviš	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠfound	 ﾠ
most	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠepic	 ﾠand	 ﾠmythological	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠhe	 ﾠused	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpoems.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠcritical	 ﾠedition	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Xorenac‘i	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠstill	 ﾠauthoritative	 ﾠwas	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠat	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1913	 ﾠby	 ﾠManuk	 ﾠAbełean	 ﾠand	 ﾠS.	 ﾠ
Yarut‘iwnean	 ﾠso	 ﾠthe	 ﾠremark	 ﾠis	 ﾠtopical	 ﾠ(as	 ﾠwell	 ﾠas	 ﾠunfair).	 ﾠThe	 ﾠPatmut‘iwn	 ﾠHayoc‘	 ﾠattributed	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
mysterious	 ﾠ“bringer	 ﾠof	 ﾠgood	 ﾠtidings”	 ﾠ(Gk.	 ﾠAgathangelos,	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠAgat‘angełos)	 ﾠchronicles	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconversion	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠGregory	 ﾠthe	 ﾠIlluminator	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠearly	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfourth	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠto	 ﾠChristianity	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
contains	 ﾠhis	 ﾠTeaching	 ﾠ(vardapetut‘iwn).	 ﾠThe	 ﾠcritical	 ﾠedition	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠcentral	 ﾠtext	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnation’s	 ﾠhistory,	 ﾠ
also	 ﾠstill	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthoritative	 ﾠedition,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠlikewise	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠat	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠ1909,	 ﾠby	 ﾠG.	 ﾠTēr-ﾭ‐Mkrtč‘ean	 ﾠand	 ﾠS.	 ﾠ
Kanayeanc‘.	 ﾠBoth	 ﾠbooks	 ﾠwere	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠseries	 ﾠPatmagirk‘	 ﾠHayoc‘	 ﾠ(“Armenian	 ﾠHistoriographers”),	 ﾠ
edited	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠlexicographer	 ﾠStep‘an	 ﾠMalxaseanc‘.	 ﾠ
77	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvowel	 ﾠǝ	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠalphabet:	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš’	 ﾠversion	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“least	 ﾠjot	 ﾠand	 ﾠtittle”.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 43	 ﾠ
mummy	 ﾠof	 ﾠsome	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠof	 ﾠfive	 ﾠcenturies	 ﾠago.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpublishers	 ﾠtoss	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanuscript	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠa	 ﾠstarving	 ﾠtalent	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwastepaper	 ﾠbasket	 ﾠand	 ﾠspend	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmoney	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
publication	 ﾠof	 ﾠmasterpieces	 ﾠthat	 ﾠare	 ﾠalready	 ﾠwell	 ﾠknown.	 ﾠMore	 ﾠthan	 ﾠwell	 ﾠknown.	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠalready	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠa	 ﾠhundred	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠover.	 ﾠAmerica’s	 ﾠbillionaires,	 ﾠexcited	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
grave-ﾭ‐digger	 ﾠad	 ﾠmen,	 ﾠflock	 ﾠto	 ﾠItaly	 ﾠand	 ﾠpay	 ﾠinsane	 ﾠsums	 ﾠfor	 ﾠany	 ﾠwork	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠchief	 ﾠ
value	 ﾠconsists	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠhaving	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠburied	 ﾠin	 ﾠdust	 ﾠand	 ﾠmuck	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhave	 ﾠentombed	 ﾠthis	 ﾠ
precious	 ﾠmorsel	 ﾠof	 ﾠpast	 ﾠcenturies.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠcult	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworship	 ﾠof	 ﾠantiquity	 ﾠhas	 ﾠspread	 ﾠuniversally,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠamongst	 ﾠus.	 ﾠ
For	 ﾠalthough	 ﾠwe	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbillionaires,	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠwe	 ﾠstill	 ﾠcollect	 ﾠhundreds	 ﾠof	 ﾠthousands	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠerect	 ﾠan	 ﾠethnographical	 ﾠpalace	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠexcavated	 ﾠstone	 ﾠvessels	 ﾠand	 ﾠbits	 ﾠof	 ﾠold,	 ﾠ
rotten	 ﾠwood	 ﾠand	 ﾠrusty	 ﾠnails	 ﾠare	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠkept?78	 ﾠWhile	 ﾠour	 ﾠtalented	 ﾠartists	 ﾠand	 ﾠwriters	 ﾠ
are	 ﾠperishing	 ﾠof	 ﾠstarvation.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Our	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠis	 ﾠcompletely	 ﾠunfettered,	 ﾠfree	 ﾠand	 ﾠspontaneously	 ﾠflowing	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
eruption	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠvolcano,	 ﾠas	 ﾠfire.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠmust	 ﾠtear	 ﾠup	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrails	 ﾠof	 ﾠverse—	 ﾠof	 ﾠrhyme—	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
blow	 ﾠup	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbridges	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“already	 ﾠsaid”	 ﾠ(Rus.	 ﾠuzh	 ﾠskazannago)	 ﾠand	 ﾠlet	 ﾠloose	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
locomotive	 ﾠof	 ﾠinspiration	 ﾠto	 ﾠtraverse	 ﾠnew	 ﾠand	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠplains.79	 ﾠA	 ﾠsmash	 ﾠup	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
better	 ﾠthan	 ﾠa	 ﾠfamiliar,	 ﾠmonotonous	 ﾠtrip,	 ﾠsays	 ﾠMarinetti.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ All	 ﾠfreedoms	 ﾠand	 ﾠevery	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠprogress	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠnational	 ﾠlevel.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠ
glorify	 ﾠpatriotism.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠsing	 ﾠof	 ﾠwar,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtremendous	 ﾠconflagration	 ﾠof	 ﾠenthusiasm	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
greatness	 ﾠof	 ﾠsoul,	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠraces	 ﾠare	 ﾠfettered,	 ﾠossified	 ﾠin	 ﾠsoporific	 ﾠ
narcissism	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠbase,	 ﾠcorrupt	 ﾠpoverty	 ﾠand	 ﾠstinginess—	 ﾠsays	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠagain.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠscorn	 ﾠand	 ﾠcondemn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtyranny	 ﾠof	 ﾠlove	 ﾠand	 ﾠof	 ﾠerotic	 ﾠcharm—	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
tribulation	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsaps	 ﾠthe	 ﾠenergy	 ﾠamong	 ﾠus,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠLatin	 ﾠraces.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠthis	 ﾠrespect,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠmen	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeast,	 ﾠone	 ﾠmust	 ﾠadmit,	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠlacking	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
qualities	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠLatins.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ All	 ﾠthese	 ﾠburning,	 ﾠmoving,	 ﾠdynamic	 ﾠideas,	 ﾠsays	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠsomewhere	 ﾠelse,	 ﾠ
incite	 ﾠand	 ﾠstir	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublic.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠconvinced	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠso	 ﾠbase	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
trivial	 ﾠas	 ﾠgiving	 ﾠpleasure	 ﾠand	 ﾠsatisfaction	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublic,	 ﾠas	 ﾠstroking	 ﾠits	 ﾠcrude,	 ﾠ
traditional	 ﾠtastes.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwant	 ﾠto	 ﾠplease	 ﾠand	 ﾠsatisfy	 ﾠonly	 ﾠour	 ﾠown,	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠideal;	 ﾠand	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠtime	 ﾠwe	 ﾠdemand	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublic,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
hostilely	 ﾠdisposed	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠus,	 ﾠsave	 ﾠjeering	 ﾠwhistles.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
78	 ﾠHaving	 ﾠsavaged	 ﾠthe	 ﾠextraordinary	 ﾠmonuments	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠphilology	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠat	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
time,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠnow	 ﾠtakes	 ﾠaim	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstudy	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠfolklore	 ﾠand	 ﾠanthropology.	 ﾠAgain,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠplace	 ﾠproduced	 ﾠthe	 ﾠenduring	 ﾠworks	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubject,	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠperiodical	 ﾠAzgagrakan	 ﾠhandēs	 ﾠ
(“Ethnographical	 ﾠreview”).	 ﾠ
79	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlocomotive,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsteamship,	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠpotent	 ﾠmetaphor	 ﾠof	 ﾠmodernity	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime.	 ﾠNash	 ﾠparovoz	 ﾠ
vperëd	 ﾠgudi,	 ﾠv	 ﾠkommune	 ﾠostanovka,	 ﾠexults	 ﾠa	 ﾠsong	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠRevolution.	 ﾠ“Forward,	 ﾠwhistle,	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
locomotive—/	 ﾠNext	 ﾠstop,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCommune!”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 44	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ And	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠcounterweight	 ﾠto	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwhistling,	 ﾠMarinetti,	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
profound	 ﾠbelief	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“greatness	 ﾠof	 ﾠbeauty”,	 ﾠsays	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠMafarka	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist:80	 ﾠ
“I	 ﾠalone	 ﾠdare	 ﾠto	 ﾠwrite	 ﾠthis	 ﾠmasterpiece;	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠwill	 ﾠdie,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠby	 ﾠmy	 ﾠhand,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
waxing	 ﾠsplendor	 ﾠand	 ﾠmagnificence	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠrender	 ﾠit	 ﾠsuperfluous	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
unnecessary.	 ﾠWhatever	 ﾠthe	 ﾠresidents	 ﾠof	 ﾠPodagra	 ﾠand	 ﾠStroke	 ﾠmay	 ﾠsay,	 ﾠit	 ﾠunfurls	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠroar	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhighest	 ﾠmountaintop,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbanner	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimmortality	 ﾠof	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠ
thought,	 ﾠdriven	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgale	 ﾠof	 ﾠglory.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠmy	 ﾠpride,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpride	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠcreator,	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
satisfied.”	 ﾠThe	 ﾠhero	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠsays	 ﾠat	 ﾠone	 ﾠpoint,	 ﾠ“Our	 ﾠspirit,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhighest	 ﾠ
expression	 ﾠof	 ﾠordered,	 ﾠliving	 ﾠmatter,	 ﾠthroughout	 ﾠall	 ﾠits	 ﾠmetamorphoses	 ﾠfollows	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
same	 ﾠmatter,	 ﾠpreserving	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠnew	 ﾠforms	 ﾠits	 ﾠpast	 ﾠemotions,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdelicate	 ﾠvibrations	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠits	 ﾠdeveloped	 ﾠenergy.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠlet	 ﾠthe	 ﾠactions	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstormy	 ﾠwill	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠlife	 ﾠbe	 ﾠimpelled	 ﾠ
towards	 ﾠsplendor	 ﾠand	 ﾠmagnificence.	 ﾠFrom	 ﾠrisk	 ﾠto	 ﾠrisk,	 ﾠceaselessly	 ﾠcircling	 ﾠdeath,	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠwith	 ﾠits	 ﾠrough	 ﾠkisses	 ﾠwill	 ﾠrender	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfragments	 ﾠrecalled	 ﾠabove	 ﾠimmortal,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠentire	 ﾠbeauty.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ A	 ﾠsacrifice!	 ﾠA	 ﾠsacrifice!	 ﾠCries	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠelsewhere.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠtruly,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠsays,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
desire	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwork	 ﾠof	 ﾠart	 ﾠbe	 ﾠincinerated	 ﾠtogether	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcorpse	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠcreator.	 ﾠ
That	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠendures	 ﾠafter	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdeath	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠauthor	 ﾠinfects	 ﾠliving	 ﾠgeniuses	 ﾠwith	 ﾠsorrow,	 ﾠ
pensiveness,	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠtreacherous	 ﾠwisdom.	 ﾠFlorence	 ﾠis	 ﾠone	 ﾠtitanic	 ﾠmedieval	 ﾠfolio	 ﾠ
volume	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhas	 ﾠfallen	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠthud	 ﾠupon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhappiest	 ﾠplace	 ﾠon	 ﾠearth.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠAttitude	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠWar	 ﾠand	 ﾠWomen.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠaffirm	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠgeneral	 ﾠprinciple	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠman’s	 ﾠunceasing	 ﾠand	 ﾠendless	 ﾠ
physiological	 ﾠand	 ﾠintellectual	 ﾠprogress.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠaccept	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfriendly	 ﾠintegration	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
nations,	 ﾠand	 ﾠrecognize	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠonly	 ﾠone	 ﾠform	 ﾠof	 ﾠpublic	 ﾠhygiene:	 ﾠWar—	 ﾠsays	 ﾠ
Marinetti	 ﾠat	 ﾠanother	 ﾠpoint.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Marinetti	 ﾠexpresses	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhatred	 ﾠand	 ﾠcontempt	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠ
Woman	 ﾠthis	 ﾠway:	 ﾠ“Yes!	 ﾠWe	 ﾠdespise	 ﾠWoman,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠreservoir	 ﾠof	 ﾠlove,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠinstrument	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
voluptuous	 ﾠpassion,	 ﾠWoman	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoison,	 ﾠWoman	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtragic	 ﾠplaything.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠdespise	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠfragile,	 ﾠbrittle,	 ﾠintoxicating,	 ﾠlethal	 ﾠWoman—	 ﾠdreamlike	 ﾠWoman,	 ﾠat	 ﾠonce	 ﾠaglow	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠmisted	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmoonlight,	 ﾠher	 ﾠsmothering,	 ﾠfateful	 ﾠvoice	 ﾠmeandering	 ﾠamidst	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
trees	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠforest.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠdespise	 ﾠterrible,	 ﾠdangerous	 ﾠLove,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠenfeebles	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
progress	 ﾠof	 ﾠmankind	 ﾠand	 ﾠhinders	 ﾠman	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠbreaking	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhumanity	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
might	 ﾠredouble	 ﾠand	 ﾠsurpass	 ﾠhimself,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmight	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠcall	 ﾠmultiplied	 ﾠ
man.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠare	 ﾠconvinced	 ﾠthat	 ﾠLove,	 ﾠemotion,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsensual	 ﾠpleasure	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠleast	 ﾠ
natural	 ﾠthings	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld.	 ﾠOnly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontinuation	 ﾠof	 ﾠgenerations	 ﾠis	 ﾠnatural.	 ﾠLove,	 ﾠ
romantic	 ﾠinfatuation,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsensuality	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimmediate	 ﾠconcoction	 ﾠof	 ﾠpoets,	 ﾠ
bestowed	 ﾠupon	 ﾠmankind.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠare	 ﾠto	 ﾠtake	 ﾠit	 ﾠback	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠmankind	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠtoo.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
tragicomic	 ﾠexperience	 ﾠof	 ﾠlove	 ﾠis	 ﾠclose	 ﾠto	 ﾠits	 ﾠend,	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnever	 ﾠbrought	 ﾠany	 ﾠ
benefit,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontrary	 ﾠhas	 ﾠvisited	 ﾠupon	 ﾠus	 ﾠinnumerable	 ﾠevils.	 ﾠNow	 ﾠwe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠ
(says	 ﾠMarinetti)	 ﾠare	 ﾠdriving	 ﾠlove,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠproduct,	 ﾠfar	 ﾠaway.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠeffort	 ﾠat	 ﾠ
emancipation	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSuffragettes	 ﾠare	 ﾠour	 ﾠbest	 ﾠassociates,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠrights	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
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power	 ﾠa	 ﾠwoman	 ﾠacquires,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠrarely	 ﾠwill	 ﾠshe	 ﾠresort	 ﾠto	 ﾠlove	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfaster	 ﾠshe	 ﾠ
will	 ﾠgive	 ﾠup	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠsentimental,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhearth	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblack	 ﾠsatisfaction	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
desire.	 ﾠEspecially	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthat	 ﾠmonstrous	 ﾠdevelopment	 ﾠof	 ﾠfemale	 ﾠexcess	 ﾠwill	 ﾠmake	 ﾠ
Love	 ﾠa	 ﾠslave	 ﾠwho	 ﾠwill	 ﾠdisplay	 ﾠlesser	 ﾠor	 ﾠgreater	 ﾠoutbursts	 ﾠof	 ﾠrebellion	 ﾠonly	 ﾠbeneath	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠrepressive	 ﾠfist	 ﾠof	 ﾠmoney.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Multiplication	 ﾠMan	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠKingdom	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMachine.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠworship	 ﾠof	 ﾠmachines	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbegotten	 ﾠamong	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠthe	 ﾠidea	 ﾠthat	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
possible	 ﾠto	 ﾠincrease	 ﾠand	 ﾠmultiply	 ﾠman’s	 ﾠenergies,	 ﾠto	 ﾠmake	 ﾠhim	 ﾠa	 ﾠmachine.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠpreach	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠand	 ﾠnew	 ﾠidea	 ﾠthat	 ﾠexists	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠcurrent	 ﾠin	 ﾠcontemporary	 ﾠ
life:	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠidea	 ﾠof	 ﾠmechanical	 ﾠbeauty.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠpraise	 ﾠlove	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmachine—	 ﾠsays	 ﾠ
Marinetti.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ That	 ﾠlove	 ﾠalready	 ﾠexists	 ﾠin	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠYou	 ﾠhave	 ﾠcertainly	 ﾠchanced	 ﾠto	 ﾠwitness	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlove	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠtenderness	 ﾠwith	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠengine	 ﾠdriver	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠlocomotive	 ﾠwashes	 ﾠdown	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
machine’s	 ﾠgiant	 ﾠbody.	 ﾠOften	 ﾠyou’ll	 ﾠhear	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠowners	 ﾠof	 ﾠautomobiles	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
manager	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠfactory	 ﾠthat	 ﾠmotors	 ﾠare	 ﾠa	 ﾠriddle.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠseem	 ﾠto	 ﾠpossess	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠand	 ﾠwill,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠflatter	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠto	 ﾠwin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlove	 ﾠover,	 ﾠto	 ﾠfuss	 ﾠover	 ﾠthem	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
never	 ﾠto	 ﾠmistreat	 ﾠthem	 ﾠroughly	 ﾠor	 ﾠfail	 ﾠto	 ﾠcare	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠif	 ﾠyou	 ﾠact	 ﾠaccordingly	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠthem	 ﾠyou’ll	 ﾠsee	 ﾠright	 ﾠaway	 ﾠhow	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠmore	 ﾠproductive	 ﾠthey	 ﾠbecome,	 ﾠ
performing	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠor	 ﾠthree	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠthan	 ﾠbefore.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ It	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠsay,	 ﾠto	 ﾠequate	 ﾠmen	 ﾠwith	 ﾠmachines.	 ﾠMan	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠhave	 ﾠmechanical	 ﾠintuition	 ﾠand	 ﾠrhythm,	 ﾠinstinct	 ﾠand	 ﾠdiscipline	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠmachine—	 ﾠ
qualities	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmoment	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmajority	 ﾠand	 ﾠunderstood	 ﾠonly	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠ
penetrating	 ﾠbrains.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Receiving	 ﾠLamarck’s	 ﾠhypothesis	 ﾠof	 ﾠtransformation	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠmanner,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Futurists	 ﾠdream	 ﾠof	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠan	 ﾠun-ﾭ‐human	 ﾠtype	 ﾠ(this	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠNietzsche’s	 ﾠ
Übermensch).81	 ﾠIn	 ﾠit	 ﾠall	 ﾠmoral	 ﾠtorments	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠannihilated,	 ﾠexhausted:	 ﾠgoodness,	 ﾠ
tenderness,	 ﾠlove—	 ﾠas	 ﾠthey	 ﾠsay—	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠpoison	 ﾠour	 ﾠinexhaustible	 ﾠlife	 ﾠenergy	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠobstruct	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmighty	 ﾠphysiological	 ﾠelectricity	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠus.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠbelieve—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠdeclare—	 ﾠin	 ﾠinnumerable	 ﾠtransformations	 ﾠof	 ﾠman	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠproclaim	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠa	 ﾠsmile	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwings	 ﾠare	 ﾠslumbering	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠbody.	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠnon-ﾭ‐human,	 ﾠelemental,	 ﾠmechanical	 ﾠtype	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠpossess	 ﾠthe	 ﾠswiftness	 ﾠto	 ﾠreach	 ﾠ
everywhere;	 ﾠso	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnatural	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠcruel,	 ﾠall	 ﾠknowing,	 ﾠwarlike,	 ﾠ
combative,	 ﾠand	 ﾠstruggling.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠmay	 ﾠprepare	 ﾠthat	 ﾠnon-ﾭ‐human,	 ﾠ
mechanical,	 ﾠmultiplication	 ﾠtype,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠsay,	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠreduce	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
81	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠ“Superman”,	 ﾠtranliterated	 ﾠinto	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠas	 ﾠHubermenš	 ﾠand	 ﾠleft	 ﾠuntranslated.	 ﾠSubsequently	 ﾠ
however,	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcritique	 ﾠof	 ﾠNietzsche,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠtranslates	 ﾠthe	 ﾠterm	 ﾠinto	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcalque	 ﾠ
germard.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 46	 ﾠ
extraordinary	 ﾠfashion	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfeelings	 ﾠthat	 ﾠbind	 ﾠand	 ﾠfetter	 ﾠman,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠlive	 ﾠstill	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
man’s	 ﾠblood.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠAttitude	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSymbolists.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠreject	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSymbolists,	 ﾠour	 ﾠteachers,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlast	 ﾠlovers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmoon,	 ﾠcry	 ﾠout	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠFuturists.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠsacrificed	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠto	 ﾠour	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠconception	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠand	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
why	 ﾠyou’ll	 ﾠeasily	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠwe	 ﾠnow	 ﾠdetest	 ﾠour	 ﾠglorious	 ﾠintellectual	 ﾠfathers,	 ﾠ
whom	 ﾠwe	 ﾠused	 ﾠto	 ﾠlove	 ﾠbeyond	 ﾠmeasure,	 ﾠthose	 ﾠSymbolist	 ﾠtalents:	 ﾠEdgar	 ﾠ(Allan)	 ﾠPoe,	 ﾠ
Baudelaire,	 ﾠMallarmé,	 ﾠand	 ﾠVerlaine.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Now	 ﾠwe	 ﾠfind	 ﾠthem	 ﾠan	 ﾠobstruction	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠthey	 ﾠfloated	 ﾠdown	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcurrent	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
time’s	 ﾠriver,	 ﾠconstantly	 ﾠcraning	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠheads	 ﾠbackward.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠthose	 ﾠhead	 ﾠturners	 ﾠ
emerged	 ﾠas	 ﾠour	 ﾠown	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠVahan	 ﾠTerian,82	 ﾠwho	 ﾠput	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatest	 ﾠduds	 ﾠand	 ﾠplunged	 ﾠ
up	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcuff	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdust-ﾭ‐choked	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcatacomb	 ﾠbut	 ﾠinstead	 ﾠof	 ﾠcleaning	 ﾠout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
dusty	 ﾠmummies	 ﾠhe	 ﾠstarted	 ﾠsnogging	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠTraditions	 ﾠare	 ﾠstill	 ﾠstrong,	 ﾠit	 ﾠseems,	 ﾠ
among	 ﾠthese	 ﾠmost	 ﾠup	 ﾠto	 ﾠdate	 ﾠpoets.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠturn	 ﾠback	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdistant,	 ﾠdeep	 ﾠ
Wellspring	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠskies	 ﾠof	 ﾠyesteryear,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠbeauty	 ﾠis	 ﾠflowering.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthem	 ﾠ
there	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠthing	 ﾠas	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠgrief,	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠsummoning	 ﾠback	 ﾠpast	 ﾠtimes,	 ﾠ
without	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfog	 ﾠof	 ﾠhistory	 ﾠand	 ﾠlegend.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠhate	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSymbolist	 ﾠmasters—	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhave	 ﾠdared	 ﾠto	 ﾠemerge	 ﾠnaked	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
time’s	 ﾠriver.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠsing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠswelling	 ﾠvictory	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmachine,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthey	 ﾠstupidly	 ﾠhate.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Our	 ﾠSymbolist	 ﾠfathers	 ﾠare	 ﾠinfected	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠcraving	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠconsider	 ﾠrisible,	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠis,	 ﾠa	 ﾠdesire	 ﾠfor	 ﾠeternal	 ﾠthings,	 ﾠa	 ﾠstriving	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeternal,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠ
pass	 ﾠaway.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠwe	 ﾠthink	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontrary:	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠlower	 ﾠor	 ﾠmore	 ﾠpitiful	 ﾠthan	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
think	 ﾠabout	 ﾠimmortality.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠto	 ﾠcreate	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠprizes,	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠthinking	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠone	 ﾠwill	 ﾠbe	 ﾠrewarded	 ﾠor	 ﾠthat	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠcreation	 ﾠwill	 ﾠoutlive	 ﾠone	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠactual	 ﾠ
witness.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠcounter	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠof	 ﾠwistful	 ﾠexpectation	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠof	 ﾠardent	 ﾠ
expectation.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠcounter	 ﾠbeauty	 ﾠinclining	 ﾠtenderly	 ﾠover	 ﾠtombs	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbold,	 ﾠsharp	 ﾠ
profiles	 ﾠof	 ﾠpilots	 ﾠand	 ﾠdrivers	 ﾠof	 ﾠcars.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠcounter	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconception	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpermanent	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠeternal	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconcepts	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtransitory,	 ﾠof	 ﾠdestruction,	 ﾠof	 ﾠephemerality	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
art.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ We	 ﾠtransform	 ﾠEdgar	 ﾠ(Allan)	 ﾠPoe’s	 ﾠbitter	 ﾠjoy,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnevermore	 ﾠ	 ﾠ[thus	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext,	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠEnglish—	 ﾠJ.R.R.]	 ﾠby	 ﾠloving	 ﾠand	 ﾠteachin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeauty	 ﾠof	 ﾠfeeling	 ﾠand	 ﾠemotion,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠ
those	 ﾠthings	 ﾠare	 ﾠunique	 ﾠand	 ﾠare	 ﾠfated	 ﾠab	 ﾠinitio	 ﾠto	 ﾠirrevocable	 ﾠobliteration.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
82	 ﾠVahan	 ﾠTērean	 ﾠ(Teryan,	 ﾠTerian),	 ﾠ1885-ﾭ‐1920,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠlyrically	 ﾠpowerful	 ﾠEastern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
Symbolist,	 ﾠinspired	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠvision	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠspectrally	 ﾠsupernal,	 ﾠideal,	 ﾠor	 ﾠlost	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠto	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠgave	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠancient	 ﾠUrartean	 ﾠkingdoms,	 ﾠNairi.	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthroes	 ﾠof	 ﾠyouthful	 ﾠ
revolutionary	 ﾠfervor	 ﾠsometimes	 ﾠridiculed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠfound	 ﾠthe	 ﾠidea	 ﾠof	 ﾠNairi	 ﾠinfinitely	 ﾠfertile	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
own	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠand	 ﾠreturned	 ﾠto	 ﾠTeryan’s	 ﾠverses	 ﾠwith	 ﾠreverence	 ﾠand	 ﾠremorse	 ﾠin	 ﾠmaturity.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 47	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠour	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠhistory	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠinevitable	 ﾠfalsifier,	 ﾠor	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠleast	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠcollection	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
postage	 ﾠstamps,	 ﾠmedals,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcounterfeit	 ﾠcoins.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpast	 ﾠis	 ﾠbaser	 ﾠand	 ﾠof	 ﾠless	 ﾠvalue	 ﾠ
than	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠable	 ﾠto	 ﾠrecognize	 ﾠamongst	 ﾠour	 ﾠfoes	 ﾠthat	 ﾠferociously	 ﾠ
deceitful	 ﾠand	 ﾠhateful	 ﾠcare	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠdangerous	 ﾠservitude.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠsing	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠspeed	 ﾠof	 ﾠmachines,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠdemolishes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdistance	 ﾠof	 ﾠwild	 ﾠdeserts.	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠwe	 ﾠsing	 ﾠof	 ﾠand	 ﾠpraise	 ﾠrailway	 ﾠbridges,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhuge	 ﾠpipes	 ﾠof	 ﾠturbines,	 ﾠthose	 ﾠmuscles	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠgiant	 ﾠmechanical	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠit	 ﾠdestroys	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth’s	 ﾠ
diseased	 ﾠsensibilities.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Futurist	 ﾠlyricism	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeternal	 ﾠdynamism	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmind:	 ﾠenergy	 ﾠis	 ﾠmovement.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠthe	 ﾠunending	 ﾠflow	 ﾠof	 ﾠmental	 ﾠpictures	 ﾠand	 ﾠsounds,	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠonly	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠlyricism	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠcan	 ﾠexpress	 ﾠthe	 ﾠinconstant,	 ﾠinfirm,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsymphonic	 ﾠuniverse	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠforged	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠus	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠus.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Nietzsche	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠalso	 ﾠreject	 ﾠNietzsche,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsupposition	 ﾠsome	 ﾠhold	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthere	 ﾠ
are	 ﾠNietzschean	 ﾠelements	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠworld	 ﾠview	 ﾠis	 ﾠmistaken.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠEnglish	 ﾠpress	 ﾠ
even	 ﾠterms	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠNietzscheans,	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbook	 ﾠprotests	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠ
this.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ But	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠsufficient	 ﾠto	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠacquainted	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbody	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwork	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
great	 ﾠGerman	 ﾠphilosopher	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠpersuaded	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhis	 ﾠsuperman	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcult	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠGreek	 ﾠtragedy.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠintroduces	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsupposition	 ﾠthat	 ﾠNietasche	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠretrograde	 ﾠ
desire	 ﾠfor	 ﾠpaganism	 ﾠamd	 ﾠmythology.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠdespite	 ﾠhis	 ﾠstrivings	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠ
Nietzsche	 ﾠremains	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠardent	 ﾠdefenders	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreatness	 ﾠand	 ﾠbeauty	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
antiquity.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠsuperman	 ﾠis	 ﾠof	 ﾠHellenic	 ﾠorigin	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠfusing-ﾭ‐together	 ﾠof	 ﾠthree	 ﾠ
decomposing	 ﾠcorpses:	 ﾠApollo,	 ﾠMars,	 ﾠand	 ﾠBacchus.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠmélange	 ﾠof	 ﾠelegant	 ﾠ
beauty,	 ﾠwarring	 ﾠforce,	 ﾠand	 ﾠDionysian	 ﾠecstasy,	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsort	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠart	 ﾠdisplays.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠ
counter	 ﾠthis	 ﾠSuperman	 ﾠhatched	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdust	 ﾠof	 ﾠGreek	 ﾠlibraries	 ﾠwith	 ﾠman	 ﾠmultiplied	 ﾠ
upon	 ﾠhimself,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠenemy	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbook	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠof	 ﾠpersonal	 ﾠexperience,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
pupil	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmachine,	 ﾠardently	 ﾠexercising	 ﾠhis	 ﾠown	 ﾠwill,	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠglow	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠown	 ﾠ
inspiration	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpossessor	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠcat’s	 ﾠsensitivity,	 ﾠa	 ﾠlightning	 ﾠbolt’s	 ﾠcomprehension,	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
wild	 ﾠbeast’s	 ﾠinstinct	 ﾠand	 ﾠintuition,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠboth	 ﾠcraftiness	 ﾠand	 ﾠlack	 ﾠof	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠsense	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
well.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ And	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwill	 ﾠwage	 ﾠa	 ﾠdesperate	 ﾠfight,	 ﾠsay	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists,	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthree	 ﾠ
irreconcilable	 ﾠenemies	 ﾠand	 ﾠdestroyers	 ﾠof	 ﾠart,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠare:	 ﾠimitation,	 ﾠgood	 ﾠsense,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
money.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠbring	 ﾠart	 ﾠand	 ﾠcowardice	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠend	 ﾠpoint.	 ﾠCowardice:	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
respect	 ﾠto	 ﾠremarkable	 ﾠcopies	 ﾠand	 ﾠreceived	 ﾠformulas.	 ﾠCowardice:	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠone	 ﾠfaces	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
imperative	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠloved	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠterror	 ﾠof	 ﾠdestitution.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠaesthetics.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 48	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Futurist	 ﾠaesthetics,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠtransformed;	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠplace	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠidealized	 ﾠ
aesthetics	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠman	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠthere	 ﾠhas	 ﾠcome	 ﾠa	 ﾠmechanical,	 ﾠtechnological,	 ﾠso	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
speak,	 ﾠaesthetic.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠan	 ﾠemerging	 ﾠaesthetics	 ﾠof	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠlocomotives,	 ﾠtunnels,	 ﾠ
battleships,	 ﾠairplanes,	 ﾠautomobiles,	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠtechnological	 ﾠwonders.	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠhave	 ﾠ
created	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠaesthetics	 ﾠof	 ﾠspeed,	 ﾠpractically	 ﾠeradicating	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconcept	 ﾠof	 ﾠdistance	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠgreatly	 ﾠreducing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconcept	 ﾠof	 ﾠtime.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsteam	 ﾠlocomotive,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠairplane,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
telephone,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwireless,	 ﾠand	 ﾠso	 ﾠon	 ﾠnow	 ﾠeasily	 ﾠperform	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfunction	 ﾠof	 ﾠspeed	 ﾠand	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
transforming	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconcept	 ﾠof	 ﾠtime	 ﾠand	 ﾠspace.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthis	 ﾠmanner	 ﾠmultiplication	 ﾠman	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
being	 ﾠreadied	 ﾠeverywhere.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Of	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠenrapture	 ﾠwith	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠprocess	 ﾠhas	 ﾠalso	 ﾠbrought	 ﾠforth	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprinciple	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠcruelty,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhere	 ﾠis	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠMarinetti	 ﾠsays:	 ﾠThere	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠthing	 ﾠthan	 ﾠplanks	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
pillars	 ﾠlying	 ﾠabout	 ﾠa	 ﾠhouse	 ﾠin	 ﾠconstruction,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠrhythm	 ﾠof	 ﾠcranes	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
hammers	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoccasional	 ﾠcry	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠfalling	 ﾠworker	 ﾠwith	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠgobbets	 ﾠof	 ﾠblood	 ﾠ
gushing	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠBe	 ﾠafraid	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdecayed	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠsays	 ﾠMarinetti:	 ﾠIn	 ﾠevery	 ﾠthing,	 ﾠhope	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture.	 ﾠHave	 ﾠfaith	 ﾠin	 ﾠprogress,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠalways	 ﾠjust,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠit	 ﾠerrs,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
expresses	 ﾠmovement,	 ﾠstruggle,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhope.	 ﾠBe	 ﾠcareful	 ﾠof	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠdrawn	 ﾠinto	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
conspiracy	 ﾠwith	 ﾠprogress.	 ﾠLet	 ﾠprogress	 ﾠbe	 ﾠdeceptive,	 ﾠa	 ﾠscoundrel,	 ﾠa	 ﾠthief—	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠstill	 ﾠ
just.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ This	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcruel	 ﾠpaganism	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠexpressed	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠprogress.	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠ
Futurism,	 ﾠalthough	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠopposed	 ﾠto	 ﾠNietzschean	 ﾠphilosophy,	 ﾠis	 ﾠstill	 ﾠconstructing	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
world	 ﾠview	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfoundation	 ﾠof	 ﾠRoman	 ﾠpaganism	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠwakening	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmurk	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
centuries	 ﾠthe	 ﾠancient,	 ﾠcruel	 ﾠRome	 ﾠof	 ﾠNero.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ But	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠstriking	 ﾠsymbols	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠJapan,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠfirmest,	 ﾠmost	 ﾠpotent	 ﾠcoal83	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠproduced	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠbones	 ﾠand	 ﾠused	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
factories	 ﾠto	 ﾠproduce	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠexplosive	 ﾠproducts.	 ﾠHowever	 ﾠcrude	 ﾠthis	 ﾠconception	 ﾠ
may	 ﾠbe,	 ﾠhowever	 ﾠoffensive	 ﾠto	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠsensibilities,	 ﾠstill	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠcomprehensible	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
name	 ﾠof	 ﾠprogress.	 ﾠParticularly	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcult	 ﾠof	 ﾠmotion	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠpromoted	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
where	 ﾠman	 ﾠas	 ﾠmachine	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠideal,	 ﾠexistence	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠhave	 ﾠany	 ﾠsentimental	 ﾠlyricism,	 ﾠ
even	 ﾠif	 ﾠyour	 ﾠloved	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠbones	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠform	 ﾠof	 ﾠcoal	 ﾠare	 ﾠheating	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtea	 ﾠin	 ﾠyour	 ﾠ
samovar.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ One	 ﾠmust	 ﾠalso	 ﾠnot	 ﾠforget	 ﾠthat	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠexpresses	 ﾠitself	 ﾠin	 ﾠcompletely	 ﾠ
idiosyncratic	 ﾠforms	 ﾠamong	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠnations.	 ﾠThus,	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠquite	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠthe	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠvariety.	 ﾠRacial	 ﾠidentity	 ﾠplays	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠrole	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠinstance.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠpainting.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠviews	 ﾠand	 ﾠprinciples	 ﾠespoused	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠpainters,	 ﾠby	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠone	 ﾠ
means,	 ﾠof	 ﾠcourse,	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpainters,	 ﾠare	 ﾠinteresting	 ﾠwith	 ﾠrespect	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠrecent	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠart.	 ﾠA	 ﾠgrowing	 ﾠinterest	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtruth,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠsay,	 ﾠcan	 ﾠno	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠbe	 ﾠexpressed	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
form	 ﾠand	 ﾠcolor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠway	 ﾠas	 ﾠthese	 ﾠwere	 ﾠunderstood	 ﾠhitherto.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠgesture	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
83	 ﾠTk.	 ﾠkomur,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠacux	 ﾠadded	 ﾠby	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠexplanation.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 49	 ﾠ
want	 ﾠto	 ﾠportray	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcanvas	 ﾠcan	 ﾠno	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠbe	 ﾠa	 ﾠfixed	 ﾠphotographic	 ﾠmoment	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
cosmic	 ﾠdynamism.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠreally	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠmoves,	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠruns,	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
being	 ﾠshaped	 ﾠswiftly.	 ﾠMoving	 ﾠsubjects	 ﾠmultiply,	 ﾠchange	 ﾠshape,	 ﾠand	 ﾠcontinue	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
vibration	 ﾠover	 ﾠspace.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠway,	 ﾠa	 ﾠgalloping	 ﾠhorse	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠfour	 ﾠlegs	 ﾠbut	 ﾠtwenty;	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠmotion	 ﾠis	 ﾠtriangular	 ﾠin	 ﾠshape.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Everything	 ﾠin	 ﾠart	 ﾠis	 ﾠconditional,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠgeneral	 ﾠrule	 ﾠin	 ﾠpainting.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠwas	 ﾠtrue	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpainters	 ﾠof	 ﾠyesterday	 ﾠnow	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠout	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠuntruth,	 ﾠa	 ﾠlie.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠ
instance	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠdeclare	 ﾠthat	 ﾠa	 ﾠpicture	 ﾠof	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠshould	 ﾠnot	 ﾠresemble	 ﾠit,	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
nature,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpainter	 ﾠcarries	 ﾠlandscapes	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠhim	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwishes	 ﾠto	 ﾠphotograph	 ﾠ
onto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcanvas.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Just	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠscrutiny	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠswept	 ﾠaway	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstatic	 ﾠ
darkness	 ﾠof	 ﾠdogma,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠmanner	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife-ﾭ‐giving	 ﾠdeluge	 ﾠof	 ﾠscience	 ﾠwill	 ﾠsoon	 ﾠ
liberate	 ﾠpainting	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠacademic	 ﾠtraditions.	 ﾠWhatever	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcase,	 ﾠsay	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
desire	 ﾠto	 ﾠreturn	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠScience	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠday,	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠvictorious	 ﾠadvance,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠ
rejected	 ﾠits	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthat	 ﾠit	 ﾠmight	 ﾠbe	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠequipped	 ﾠto	 ﾠanswer	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmaterial	 ﾠconcerns	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠour	 ﾠtime.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠdesire	 ﾠthat	 ﾠart,	 ﾠshunning	 ﾠits	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠmight	 ﾠat	 ﾠlast	 ﾠbe	 ﾠable	 ﾠto	 ﾠanswer	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
intellectual	 ﾠdemands	 ﾠthat	 ﾠexcite	 ﾠus.	 ﾠOur	 ﾠrenewed	 ﾠscience	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠpermit	 ﾠus	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
consider	 ﾠman	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcenter	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠuniverse.	 ﾠHuman	 ﾠsorrow	 ﾠis	 ﾠabout	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
interesting	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsorrow	 ﾠfelt	 ﾠby	 ﾠa	 ﾠlight	 ﾠbulb.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ When	 ﾠa	 ﾠman	 ﾠbecomes	 ﾠa	 ﾠmachine,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠfeeling	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠit	 ﾠchanges	 ﾠinto	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
product,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠhis	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠattachments	 ﾠare	 ﾠsevered	 ﾠand	 ﾠhe	 ﾠlives	 ﾠmoment	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
moment,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠthese	 ﾠare	 ﾠalready	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcharacteristics	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfuture	 ﾠ“mechanical	 ﾠson”.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ
order	 ﾠto	 ﾠgrasp	 ﾠand	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeauty	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpictures,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠsoul	 ﾠhas	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠbe	 ﾠpurified,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeye	 ﾠmust	 ﾠbe	 ﾠfreed	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠlid	 ﾠof	 ﾠatavism—	 ﾠits	 ﾠprimordial	 ﾠtype—	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠculture;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsole	 ﾠcontrol	 ﾠis	 ﾠfinally	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠnature,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmuseum.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Futurist	 ﾠmusic.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ As	 ﾠwe	 ﾠsaw,	 ﾠcreativity	 ﾠis	 ﾠparamount	 ﾠin	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠart;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠcondition	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
creativity	 ﾠis	 ﾠfreedom.	 ﾠFuturism	 ﾠis	 ﾠopposed	 ﾠto	 ﾠacademism;	 ﾠand	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsake	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
individual	 ﾠinitiative	 ﾠand	 ﾠuntrammeled	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠexpression	 ﾠit	 ﾠdissolves	 ﾠall	 ﾠthose	 ﾠ
rules	 ﾠthat	 ﾠare	 ﾠin	 ﾠone	 ﾠway	 ﾠor	 ﾠanother	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠan	 ﾠobstacle,	 ﾠor	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfetter	 ﾠfree	 ﾠ
expression.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ From	 ﾠhere	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠfree	 ﾠmusic,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠseeks	 ﾠways	 ﾠnow	 ﾠto	 ﾠexpress	 ﾠvoices,	 ﾠ
sounds	 ﾠthat	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpower	 ﾠof	 ﾠnormal	 ﾠmusic.	 ﾠThus,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠinstance,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
nature:	 ﾠlight,	 ﾠlightning,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsound	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwind,	 ﾠnoise,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrush	 ﾠof	 ﾠwater,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
also	 ﾠthe	 ﾠurban	 ﾠstridor	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdin	 ﾠof	 ﾠmachinery.	 ﾠAll	 ﾠthese,	 ﾠas	 ﾠwe	 ﾠknow,	 ﾠchoose	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
sounds	 ﾠfreely.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠnightingale	 ﾠsings	 ﾠwonderfully;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠnot	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnotes	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
contemporary	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠalone.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠsings,	 ﾠrather,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠthat	 ﾠplease	 ﾠit.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠ
makes	 ﾠfree	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠlaws	 ﾠthat	 ﾠgovern	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠof	 ﾠnature,	 ﾠindeed	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
art	 ﾠof	 ﾠnature.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠfree	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠartist,	 ﾠjust	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnightingale,	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠconfined	 ﾠto	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 50	 ﾠ
tones	 ﾠand	 ﾠhalftones.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠcan	 ﾠuse	 ﾠquartertones	 ﾠand	 ﾠeighths	 ﾠand	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠas	 ﾠis	 ﾠfree	 ﾠ
for	 ﾠhis	 ﾠchoosing	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠsounds.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ As	 ﾠa	 ﾠbeginning,	 ﾠquartertones	 ﾠare	 ﾠcoming	 ﾠinto	 ﾠuse.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠtones	 ﾠstill	 ﾠexist	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
ancient	 ﾠIndian	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠand	 ﾠare	 ﾠemployed	 ﾠby	 ﾠeastern	 ﾠinstruments,	 ﾠespecially	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
chonguri.84	 ﾠThus	 ﾠthe	 ﾠadvantage	 ﾠof	 ﾠfree	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠconsists	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfollowing:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpleasure	 ﾠ
derived	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠand	 ﾠunprecedented	 ﾠjuxtaposition	 ﾠof	 ﾠsounds;	 ﾠnew	 ﾠharmonies	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠnew	 ﾠchords;	 ﾠnew	 ﾠdissonances	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠnew	 ﾠsolutions;	 ﾠand	 ﾠnew	 ﾠmelodies.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
4.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarvish,	 ﾠHoṙut‘k‘	 ﾠulunk‘	 ﾠ(“Incantation	 ﾠBeads”):	 ﾠDu	 ﾠdewuk	 ﾠp‘ok‘rik	 ﾠ(“You,	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠ
demon,	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠone”),	 ﾠJun	 ﾠjnjan,	 ﾠČaxrēr	 ﾠi	 ﾠčaxr	 ﾠ(“Soared	 ﾠinto	 ﾠsoaring”),	 ﾠŠrēš-ﾭ‐blur	 ﾠ
(“Asphodel	 ﾠHill”),	 ﾠin	 ﾠSofii	 ﾠGeorgievne	 ﾠMel’nikovoi,	 ﾠFantasticheskii	 ﾠkabachëk,	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠ
1917	 ﾠ1918	 ﾠ1919	 ﾠ(“To	 ﾠSofia	 ﾠGeorgievna	 ﾠMel’nikova,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠFantastic	 ﾠLittle	 ﾠTavern,	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠ
1917	 ﾠ1918	 ﾠ1919”),	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ69-ﾭ‐77.	 ﾠI	 ﾠattempt	 ﾠa	 ﾠtranslation	 ﾠhere	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsemantic	 ﾠparts	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpoems,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠdiscussion	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtransrational	 ﾠwords	 ﾠand	 ﾠmythological	 ﾠallusions.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(70)	 ﾠ[Epigraph,	 ﾠin	 ﾠRussian]	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarvish	 ﾠgreets	 ﾠSofia	 ﾠGeorgievna	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
summit,	 ﾠstained	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠheart’s	 ﾠblood,	 ﾠof	 ﾠsnowy	 ﾠArarat.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(71)	 ﾠIncantation	 ﾠBeads	 ﾠ[Hoṙut‘k‘	 ﾠUlunk‘]85	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(72)	 ﾠ[Caption	 ﾠto	 ﾠillustration,	 ﾠin	 ﾠRussian]	 ﾠSigismund	 ﾠValishevsky:	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarvish	 ﾠoffers	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠverses	 ﾠto	 ﾠS.G.	 ﾠMel’nikova	 ﾠ(watercolor,	 ﾠ1919)	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(73)	 ﾠYou	 ﾠpetty	 ﾠdemoN86	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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84	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠčianuri,	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠa	 ﾠmisprint.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠchonguri	 ﾠ	 ﾠ(Georgian;	 ﾠAzeri	 ﾠchoghur)	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠlong-ﾭ‐necked	 ﾠstring	 ﾠ
instrument	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠthroughout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasus.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠbard	 ﾠSayat‘	 ﾠNova	 ﾠplayed	 ﾠit,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfavorite	 ﾠ
instrument	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbowed	 ﾠkamancha.	 ﾠ
85	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlocus	 ﾠclassicus	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthese	 ﾠwords	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠstory	 ﾠof	 ﾠSemiramis	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠking	 ﾠAra	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Beautiful:	 ﾠin	 ﾠMovsēs	 ﾠXorenac‘i	 ﾠI.18,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAssyrian	 ﾠqueen	 ﾠcasts	 ﾠher	 ﾠzyuṙut‘sn	 ﾠi	 ﾠcov	 ﾠ“talismans	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
sea”,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhistorian	 ﾠconsiders	 ﾠthe	 ﾠorigin	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcalls	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠexpression	 ﾠulunk‘	 ﾠ
Šamiramay	 ﾠi	 ﾠcov,	 ﾠ“the	 ﾠbeads	 ﾠof	 ﾠŠamiram	 ﾠ[Semiramis]	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsea”	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠZoroastrianism	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Armenia,	 ﾠCambridge,	 ﾠMA,	 ﾠ1987,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ443	 ﾠwith	 ﾠrefs.).	 ﾠXorenac‘i	 ﾠexplains	 ﾠrepeatedly	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠlearned	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠ
myths	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoems	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠlistening	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrecitations	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgusank‘	 ﾠ(a	 ﾠParthian	 ﾠloan-ﾭ‐word	 ﾠreferring	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
bards	 ﾠand	 ﾠminstrels;	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠlater	 ﾠlargely	 ﾠreplaced	 ﾠby	 ﾠan	 ﾠArabic	 ﾠloan	 ﾠvia	 ﾠTurkish,	 ﾠašuł,	 ﾠpronounced	 ﾠ
ashugh,	 ﾠliterally	 ﾠ“lover”),	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠaccompaniment	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠp‘anduṙn,	 ﾠa	 ﾠstringed	 ﾠinstrument.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠis	 ﾠmeant	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠmodeled	 ﾠon	 ﾠspells	 ﾠand	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠpoetry,	 ﾠas	 ﾠkindred	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠverses	 ﾠ
were;	 ﾠand	 ﾠBeledian	 ﾠ2009,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ273-ﾭ‐274,	 ﾠnotes	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpostcards	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtransrational	 ﾠ
verses	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠon	 ﾠthem	 ﾠ(poēza-ﾭ‐)t‘ovč‘ank‘ner,	 ﾠ“(poetic)	 ﾠcharms”	 ﾠand	 ﾠreminds	 ﾠus	 ﾠthat	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠ
hṙč‘akawor	 ﾠhay-ﾭ‐gusan-ﾭ‐futurist	 ﾠ“the	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠArmenian-ﾭ‐bard-ﾭ‐futurist”.	 ﾠ(How	 ﾠfar	 ﾠis	 ﾠhe,	 ﾠreally,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
bardic	 ﾠboasts	 ﾠof	 ﾠAllen	 ﾠGinsberg,	 ﾠa	 ﾠscant	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠgenerations	 ﾠon?)	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠappreciated	 ﾠalliteration	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Arm.	 ﾠsynonyms	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠexpressions	 ﾠas	 ﾠis	 ﾠintrinsically	 ﾠpoetic;	 ﾠand	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠbelief	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
freeing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsexual	 ﾠurge,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠappreciated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrobust	 ﾠpassion	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAssyrian	 ﾠqueen	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
young	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠso	 ﾠlike	 ﾠDido’s	 ﾠlove	 ﾠof	 ﾠAeneas.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
86	 ﾠCf.	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠMelkii	 ﾠbes	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠPetty	 ﾠDemon”),	 ﾠby	 ﾠFëdor	 ﾠSologub	 ﾠ(1863-ﾭ‐1927),	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1905.	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarvish,	 ﾠas	 ﾠnoted	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeginning	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠstudy,	 ﾠadvertised	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtranslations	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠinto	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 51	 ﾠ
zaranDZar	 ﾠerrant	 ﾠ
YoU	 ﾠ*little	 ﾠbaT	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdarK	 ﾠ
faranar	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdOor	 ﾠ
defile	 ﾠof	 ﾠcrevAsses	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠfar	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdark’S	 ﾠmidst	 ﾠ
youareplaying	 ﾠwaterlily	 ﾠ[nunufar]	 ﾠ
you	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwheel’s	 ﾠsqueak;	 ﾠ
you	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFlute’s	 ﾠtrill	 ﾠ
arAndzar	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠSolo	 ﾠsong	 ﾠ
sonG	 ﾠdance	 ﾠzarangar	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
your	 ﾠvOice	 ﾠMar	 ﾠAbgar87	 ﾠ
*Rome	 ﾠmorom	 ﾠstring	 ﾠ[lar]	 ﾠ
Single	 ﾠnote	 ﾠ[mialar]	 ﾠnote	 ﾠof	 ﾠspring	 ﾠ[garunlar]88	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(74)	 ﾠDZun	 ﾠ[cf.	 ﾠdziun,	 ﾠ“snow”]	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ 	 ﾠōndzn	 ﾠ
	 ﾠndzin	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
Armenian.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠinclude	 ﾠSologub’s	 ﾠnovella	 ﾠentitled	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠGolden	 ﾠStairs”	 ﾠ(probably	 ﾠa	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠ
Slashche	 ﾠAda,	 ﾠ“Sweeter	 ﾠthan	 ﾠHell”,	 ﾠ1912),	 ﾠprice	 ﾠ8	 ﾠkopeks,	 ﾠavailable	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠAkop	 ﾠGendzhian,	 ﾠ
Yelizavetinskaya	 ﾠ114,	 ﾠTiflis.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
87	 ﾠMar	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhonorific	 ﾠin	 ﾠSyriac	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠsaint	 ﾠor	 ﾠmonk;	 ﾠAbgar	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠking	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSyriac-ﾭ‐speaking	 ﾠcity-ﾭ‐
state	 ﾠof	 ﾠEdessa	 ﾠ(modern	 ﾠUrfa),	 ﾠclaimed	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠas	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠown.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠin	 ﾠlegend	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
first	 ﾠruler	 ﾠto	 ﾠaccept	 ﾠChrist.	 ﾠ
88	 ﾠThere	 ﾠare	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠgroups	 ﾠof	 ﾠwords	 ﾠwith	 ﾠalliterative	 ﾠpatterns	 ﾠforming	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠspell.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
longer	 ﾠis	 ﾠattached	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠflute	 ﾠ(sring);	 ﾠthe	 ﾠshorter	 ﾠsecond,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsingle	 ﾠvoice	 ﾠ(menerg).	 ﾠA	 ﾠpattern	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
nonsense	 ﾠwords	 ﾠsuggesting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠringing	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠbell	 ﾠor	 ﾠcymbal	 ﾠfollows	 ﾠthereafter.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠspell	 ﾠhas	 ﾠthus	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
musical	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠverbal	 ﾠsound	 ﾠsignature.	 ﾠ
I.  Zarandzar,	 ﾠfaranar,	 ﾠk‘arandzav,	 ﾠfar,	 ﾠnunufar,	 ﾠarandzar,	 ﾠzarangar.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠcontain	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠ
elements:	 ﾠzarr	 ﾠ“gold”,	 ﾠnunufar	 ﾠ“waterlily”,	 ﾠand	 ﾠpossibly	 ﾠfarr	 ﾠ“glory”;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠword	 ﾠdzar	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Arm.	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhair	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtail	 ﾠor	 ﾠmane	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠhorse,	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠoften	 ﾠsworn	 ﾠby	 ﾠin	 ﾠspells	 ﾠinvoking	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠthree	 ﾠmounted	 ﾠsaints,	 ﾠSergius,	 ﾠGeorge,	 ﾠand	 ﾠTheodore.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠsaints’	 ﾠmartial	 ﾠaspect	 ﾠ
recommended	 ﾠthem	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians,	 ﾠalways	 ﾠfond	 ﾠof	 ﾠheroic	 ﾠepics.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠare	 ﾠthus	 ﾠ
popular	 ﾠand	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠspells	 ﾠare	 ﾠnumerous:	 ﾠsee	 ﾠSargis	 ﾠHarut‘yunyan,	 ﾠHay	 ﾠhmayakan	 ﾠev	 ﾠ
žołovrdakan	 ﾠałot‘k‘ner	 ﾠ(“Armenian	 ﾠIncantations	 ﾠand	 ﾠFolk	 ﾠPrayers”),	 ﾠErevan:	 ﾠErevan	 ﾠ
University	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ2006,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ106,	 ﾠ147-ﾭ‐149,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ160.	 ﾠ
II.  	 ﾠLar,	 ﾠmialar,	 ﾠgarunlar.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠword	 ﾠlar	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠa	 ﾠstring	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠinstrument	 ﾠor	 ﾠa	 ﾠnote	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠplayed;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠending	 ﾠwith	 ﾠgarun,	 ﾠ“spring”,	 ﾠit	 ﾠlooks	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcommon	 ﾠpl.	 ﾠending	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Turkish.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠis	 ﾠalso	 ﾠan	 ﾠobvious	 ﾠphonetic	 ﾠand	 ﾠsemantic	 ﾠaffinity	 ﾠof	 ﾠdzar,	 ﾠa	 ﾠhorse	 ﾠhair,	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
lar,	 ﾠa	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠstring.	 ﾠ
89	 ﾠOn	 ﾠbells	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsound	 ﾠand	 ﾠecho	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠsee	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠBells:	 ﾠFrom	 ﾠPoe	 ﾠto	 ﾠ





AioṘn	 ﾠi	 ﾠmU	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Jurm	 ﾠi	 ﾠǰarm	 ﾠ[cf.	 ﾠǰerm	 ﾠ“warm”?]	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
ISǰarm	 ﾠerased	 ﾠ[ǰnǰēr]90	 ﾠ
ISagarn	 ﾠi	 ﾠhArz	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Entered	 ﾠi	 ﾠp‘arz	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(75)	 ﾠSOARED	 ﾠINTO	 ﾠSOAR	 ﾠ[čaxrēr	 ﾠi	 ﾠčaxr]91	 ﾠ
seized	 ﾠ[bṙnēr]	 ﾠi	 ﾠk‘axr	 ﾠ
hearded	 ﾠinto	 ﾠnews	 ﾠ[luēr	 ﾠi	 ﾠlur;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠword	 ﾠis	 ﾠaor.	 ﾠstem	 ﾠlu-ﾭ‐	 ﾠof	 ﾠlsem	 ﾠ“hear”	 ﾠ+	 ﾠimpf.]	 ﾠ
entered	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfurnace	 ﾠ[mtēr	 ﾠi	 ﾠp‘uṙ]92	 ﾠ
zarp‘arb	 ﾠi	 ﾠzarb	 ﾠ
furt‘ēr	 ﾠi	 ﾠfarfr93	 ﾠ





i	 ﾠharb	 ﾠZak‘ar	 ﾠ[Clas.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠ“into	 ﾠby	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠof	 ﾠfather	 ﾠZacharias”!]	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
zurt‘n	 ﾠzat‘ar	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
(76)	 ﾠAsphodel	 ﾠHill	 ﾠ[ŠRĒŠ-ﾭ‐BLUR]94	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
90	 ﾠErasure	 ﾠis	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠsome	 ﾠspells,	 ﾠcf.	 ﾠHarut‘yunyan	 ﾠ2006,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ95	 ﾠno.	 ﾠ50a:	 ﾠSurbn	 ﾠT‘oros	 ﾠnsteal	 ﾠgrēr	 ﾠew	 ﾠ
darjeal	 ﾠǰnǰēr;/	 ﾠew	 ﾠč‘arakǝn	 ﾠpataṙēr;/	 ﾠiwr	 ﾠmits	 ﾠxaṙakǝn	 ﾠkurasc‘i;/	 ﾠxažakǝn	 ﾠxawari;/	 ﾠdruc‘akǝn	 ﾠc‘amak‘i;/	 ﾠ
Ałi,	 ﾠmałi,	 ﾠkǝmǝrxi	 ﾠ	 ﾠ“Saint	 ﾠT‘oros,	 ﾠseated,	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠand	 ﾠagain	 ﾠerased;/	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠevil	 ﾠeye	 ﾠhe	 ﾠtore	 ﾠto	 ﾠshreds;/	 ﾠ
That	 ﾠeye	 ﾠbe	 ﾠpierced	 ﾠand	 ﾠblinded;/	 ﾠThat	 ﾠblue	 ﾠeye	 ﾠbe	 ﾠdarkened;/	 ﾠThat	 ﾠeye	 ﾠbe	 ﾠout	 ﾠand	 ﾠdry;/	 ﾠAłi,	 ﾠmałi,	 ﾠ
kǝmǝrxi	 ﾠ	 ﾠ[voces	 ﾠmysticae].”	 ﾠ
91	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsubsequent	 ﾠnonsense	 ﾠlines	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstanza,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠemphasize	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsound	 ﾠf,	 ﾠexotic	 ﾠto	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
common	 ﾠin	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠIslamicate	 ﾠtongues,	 ﾠpreserve	 ﾠthe	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠsyntactic	 ﾠstructure	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
3rd	 ﾠpers.	 ﾠsg.	 ﾠimpf.	 ﾠverb	 ﾠ+	 ﾠprep.	 ﾠi	 ﾠ“into”	 ﾠ+	 ﾠobj.	 ﾠin	 ﾠacc.,	 ﾠexcept	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfinal	 ﾠverse,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠClas.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠacc.	 ﾠdef.	 ﾠ
marker	 ﾠz-ﾭ‐.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
92	 ﾠPerhaps	 ﾠa	 ﾠreference	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthree	 ﾠHebrew	 ﾠchildren	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfiery	 ﾠfurnace	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBook	 ﾠof	 ﾠDaniel;	 ﾠtwo,	 ﾠ
Setrak	 ﾠand	 ﾠMisak‘,	 ﾠare	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠnames.	 ﾠ
93	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsound	 ﾠf	 ﾠexists	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠdialects	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠletter	 ﾠrepresenting	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠintroduced	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
alphabet	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ12th	 ﾠcentury;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠfound	 ﾠin	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠand	 ﾠhas	 ﾠretained	 ﾠa	 ﾠsense	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
foreignness	 ﾠand	 ﾠexoticism.	 ﾠThus,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠin	 ﾠGeorgia	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ18th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠinvented	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
artificial	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠṘ(u)štuni—	 ﾠafter	 ﾠa	 ﾠregion	 ﾠsouth	 ﾠof	 ﾠLake	 ﾠVan	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠargot	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
famous—	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmade	 ﾠit	 ﾠas	 ﾠun-ﾭ‐Armenian-ﾭ‐sounding	 ﾠas	 ﾠpossible	 ﾠby	 ﾠusing	 ﾠlots	 ﾠof	 ﾠf’s	 ﾠand	 ﾠō’s	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ
“Armenian	 ﾠSecret	 ﾠand	 ﾠInvented	 ﾠLanguages	 ﾠand	 ﾠArgots,”	 ﾠActa	 ﾠLinguistica	 ﾠPetropolitana,	 ﾠTransactions	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠInstitute	 ﾠfor	 ﾠLinguistic	 ﾠStudies,	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠAcademy	 ﾠof	 ﾠSciences,	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠPetersburg,	 ﾠVol.	 ﾠVIII,	 ﾠpart	 ﾠ3,	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠ
Petersburg:	 ﾠNauka,	 ﾠ2012,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ602-ﾭ‐684).	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94	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠsrēš,	 ﾠ“asphodel”	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠArmenak	 ﾠBedevian,	 ﾠPolyglottic	 ﾠDictionary	 ﾠof	 ﾠPlant	 ﾠNames,	 ﾠCairo,	 ﾠ1936,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ
89	 ﾠno.	 ﾠ529;	 ﾠŁ.	 ﾠAlišan,	 ﾠHaybusak	 ﾠ(“Armenian	 ﾠHerbal”),	 ﾠVenice,	 ﾠ1895,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ499,	 ﾠno.	 ﾠ2373-ﾭ‐2374;	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Karapet	 ﾠGabikean,	 ﾠHay	 ﾠbusašxarh	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠPlant	 ﾠWorld”),	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ183,	 ﾠno.	 ﾠ1360),	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠloan	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ
Persian	 ﾠserēš,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcharacteristic	 ﾠassimilation	 ﾠof	 ﾠinitial	 ﾠs	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfollowing	 ﾠš,	 ﾠcf.	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠšrawšak,	 ﾠa	 ﾠloan	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠ*sraušaka-ﾭ‐,	 ﾠ“an	 ﾠinstrument	 ﾠof	 ﾠdiscipline”:	 ﾠsee	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ“Armenian	 ﾠšrawšak,”	 ﾠAnnual	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠLinguistics	 ﾠ17,	 ﾠ1996,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ69.	 ﾠŠrēš	 ﾠhill,	 ﾠnear	 ﾠĒǰmiacin,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠexcavated	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1913	 ﾠby	 ﾠEruand	 ﾠ
Lalayean	 ﾠand	 ﾠyielded	 ﾠartifacts	 ﾠgoing	 ﾠback	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbronze	 ﾠage	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠK.	 ﾠMelik‘-ﾭ‐P‘ašayan	 ﾠand	 ﾠL.A.	 ﾠNazinyan,	 ﾠ
intro.	 ﾠto	 ﾠErvand	 ﾠLalayan,	 ﾠErker	 ﾠ(“Works”),	 ﾠI,	 ﾠErevan:	 ﾠAcademy	 ﾠof	 ﾠSciences	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠSSR,	 ﾠ1983,	 ﾠ
p.	 ﾠ27).	 ﾠThe	 ﾠplace	 ﾠis	 ﾠmentioned	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠancient	 ﾠoral	 ﾠepic	 ﾠpassage	 ﾠcited	 ﾠby	 ﾠMovsēs	 ﾠXorenac‘i,	 ﾠII.65:	 ﾠ…	 ﾠ
zormē	 ﾠyaṙaspelsn	 ﾠasen:	 ﾠHatuac	 ﾠgnac‘eal	 ﾠVardgēs	 ﾠmanukn	 ﾠi	 ﾠTuhac‘	 ﾠgawaṙēn,	 ﾠzK‘asał	 ﾠgetov,	 ﾠekeal	 ﾠnstaw	 ﾠ
zŠrēš	 ﾠblrov,	 ﾠzArtimēd	 ﾠk‘ałak‘aw,	 ﾠzK‘asał	 ﾠgetov,	 ﾠkṙel	 ﾠkop‘el	 ﾠzduṙnn	 ﾠEruanday	 ﾠark‘ayi	 ﾠ“They	 ﾠsay	 ﾠabout	 ﾠ
him	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlegends:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠboy	 ﾠVardgēs	 ﾠtook	 ﾠoff	 ﾠand	 ﾠwent	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprovince	 ﾠof	 ﾠTuhk‘,	 ﾠalong	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
river	 ﾠK‘asał,	 ﾠcame	 ﾠand	 ﾠsettled	 ﾠaround	 ﾠŠrēš	 ﾠhill,	 ﾠaround	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠof	 ﾠArtimēd,	 ﾠalong	 ﾠthe	 ﾠriver	 ﾠK‘asał,	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
cut	 ﾠand	 ﾠhew	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcourt	 ﾠof	 ﾠEruand	 ﾠ[Orontes],	 ﾠthe	 ﾠking.”	 ﾠWe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠseen	 ﾠthat	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠa	 ﾠchampion	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
native	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠantiquity	 ﾠand	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠculture	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsources	 ﾠof	 ﾠfresh	 ﾠcreativity,	 ﾠtook	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtitle	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcycle	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠepic	 ﾠrecorded	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠhistorian;	 ﾠand	 ﾠhere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠliked	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprincely	 ﾠname	 ﾠVardgēs,	 ﾠ
“Rose-ﾭ‐tresses”	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠalliterative	 ﾠpair	 ﾠof	 ﾠverbs	 ﾠkṙel	 ﾠkop‘el	 ﾠ“cut	 ﾠand	 ﾠhew”.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
95	 ﾠTk.	 ﾠkara	 ﾠ“black”	 ﾠis	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet’s	 ﾠnom	 ﾠde	 ﾠplume;	 ﾠTk.	 ﾠbalak	 ﾠor	 ﾠmalak	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠbuffalo	 ﾠcalf.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
probably	 ﾠjust	 ﾠliked	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsound.	 ﾠ
96	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠword	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot	 ﾠfound	 ﾠin	 ﾠdictionaries,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠanybody	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠUrartu	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
remote	 ﾠpast	 ﾠto	 ﾠMongolia	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠremote	 ﾠEast	 ﾠwould	 ﾠsense	 ﾠit	 ﾠhad	 ﾠa	 ﾠmeaning.	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠdóbra	 ﾠdóbra	 ﾠ
means	 ﾠ“say	 ﾠit	 ﾠcountry	 ﾠsimple”	 ﾠand	 ﾠcolloquial	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠtpghǝ	 ﾠtpghna	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠ“it	 ﾠfits	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠglove”.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠ
dublakh	 ﾠhovers	 ﾠjust	 ﾠpast	 ﾠthe	 ﾠedge	 ﾠof	 ﾠdefinition,	 ﾠwavers	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcorner	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeye,	 ﾠvanishing	 ﾠaround	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
corner,	 ﾠjust	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠVelimir	 ﾠKhlebnikov’s	 ﾠzaum’,	 ﾠtransrational	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠought	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
do.	 ﾠ	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5.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠLetters	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠ74	 ﾠrue	 ﾠTaitbout	 ﾠ(New	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠWorld,	 ﾠ1969),	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠSaroyan	 ﾠ(1908-ﾭ‐
1981)	 ﾠremembers	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdead	 ﾠand	 ﾠaddresses	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠMany	 ﾠare	 ﾠeccentrics,	 ﾠmen	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠ
particular	 ﾠcharacter	 ﾠor	 ﾠgenius	 ﾠset	 ﾠthem	 ﾠapart,	 ﾠleft	 ﾠthem	 ﾠalone,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsometimes	 ﾠled	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠtragic	 ﾠdeath.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠwas	 ﾠProfessor	 ﾠKalfayan	 ﾠ(p.	 ﾠ49	 ﾠf.),	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcomposer	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠlived	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠParis,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠdressed	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠdandy,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwas	 ﾠadrift	 ﾠand	 ﾠinsane	 ﾠin	 ﾠSaroyan’s	 ﾠsleepy	 ﾠ
home	 ﾠtown:	 ﾠ	 ﾠFresno,	 ﾠCA	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠland	 ﾠof	 ﾠopportunity	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhardworking	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
farmers	 ﾠbut	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠthen	 ﾠa	 ﾠcenter	 ﾠof	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠculture.	 ﾠOr	 ﾠthere	 ﾠwas	 ﾠDoctor	 ﾠ
Anoushavan	 ﾠChomp	 ﾠ(p.	 ﾠ151	 ﾠf.),	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpublisher	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠweeklies	 ﾠin	 ﾠSofia,	 ﾠ
Bucharest,	 ﾠCairo,	 ﾠand	 ﾠParis,	 ﾠalso	 ﾠa	 ﾠflamboyant	 ﾠdresser:	 ﾠnobody	 ﾠin	 ﾠFresno’s	 ﾠcafés	 ﾠ
bought	 ﾠhis	 ﾠsatirical	 ﾠpaper	 ﾠC‘axawel,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠBroom”,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhe	 ﾠvanished.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ1935,	 ﾠSaroyan	 ﾠ
had	 ﾠvisited	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠUnion	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠdelegation	 ﾠof	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠwriters.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmet	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
poet	 ﾠCharents,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠexperimented	 ﾠwith	 ﾠevery	 ﾠavant-ﾭ‐garde	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
swept	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdying	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠEmpire	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠUnion,	 ﾠa	 ﾠconsummate	 ﾠ
scholar	 ﾠand	 ﾠeditor	 ﾠand	 ﾠone-ﾭ‐time	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠinjected	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
morphine,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠgot	 ﾠdrunk,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠconfined	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠmental	 ﾠhospital,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
written	 ﾠlyric,	 ﾠsymbolist,	 ﾠbardic,	 ﾠrevolutionary,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhomoerotic	 ﾠpoems.	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
already	 ﾠin	 ﾠofficial	 ﾠdisfavor	 ﾠand	 ﾠwas	 ﾠgradually	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠostracized	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
literary	 ﾠand	 ﾠcivil	 ﾠlife:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠKGB	 ﾠarrested	 ﾠhim	 ﾠduring	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠpurge	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1937.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠdied	 ﾠ
late	 ﾠin	 ﾠNovember	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠyear:	 ﾠaccording	 ﾠto	 ﾠone	 ﾠaccount,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠsmashed	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhead	 ﾠ
against	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwall	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcell	 ﾠduring	 ﾠwithdrawal	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠdrug	 ﾠaddiction.	 ﾠOthers	 ﾠassert	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠwas	 ﾠmurdered.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠbody	 ﾠwas	 ﾠdumped	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠunmarked	 ﾠmass	 ﾠgrave	 ﾠnear	 ﾠErevan	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠfound.98	 ﾠIf	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlife	 ﾠand	 ﾠwork	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠmarked	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 ﾠbeginning	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97	 ﾠAn	 ﾠold	 ﾠdistrict	 ﾠin	 ﾠErevan,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent-ﾭ‐day	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcapital.	 ﾠIts	 ﾠname	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠlike	 ﾠgund,	 ﾠ“ball”—	 ﾠ
hence	 ﾠits	 ﾠroundness!	 ﾠ
98	 ﾠOn	 ﾠCharents,	 ﾠsee	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠCounterculture	 ﾠThat	 ﾠNever	 ﾠWas:	 ﾠReflections	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
Eghishe	 ﾠCharents,”	 ﾠJournal	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSociety	 ﾠfor	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠ9,	 ﾠ1996-ﾭ‐97	 ﾠ(1999),	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ17-ﾭ‐35;	 ﾠ
“Charents	 ﾠthe	 ﾠProphet,”	 ﾠJournal	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSociety	 ﾠfor	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠ11,	 ﾠ2000;	 ﾠ“From	 ﾠan	 ﾠArchive	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Unpublished	 ﾠPoems	 ﾠof	 ﾠYeghishe	 ﾠCh‘arents‘,”	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠand	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠStudies,	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠHeritage	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 55	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠliterature	 ﾠand	 ﾠlife—	 ﾠa	 ﾠcounterculture—	 ﾠin	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠArmenia,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠdeath	 ﾠof	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend.	 ﾠAt	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmeeting,	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠadvised	 ﾠSaroyan	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠ
dealing	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthorities,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcustodians	 ﾠof	 ﾠpropriety	 ﾠand	 ﾠconvention,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
rest	 ﾠof	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay	 ﾠyes	 ﾠand	 ﾠthen	 ﾠspit	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠeye.	 ﾠ	 ﾠSaroyan	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhis	 ﾠParis	 ﾠ
apartment	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdead	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠ(p.	 ﾠ122):	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Why	 ﾠdidn’t	 ﾠyou	 ﾠsay	 ﾠyes?	 ﾠI’ll	 ﾠtell	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwhy,	 ﾠCharentz.	 ﾠBecause	 ﾠyou	 ﾠare	 ﾠmore	 ﾠthan	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
Armenian,	 ﾠmore	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthan	 ﾠonly	 ﾠanother	 ﾠmember	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠrace.	 ﾠYou	 ﾠare	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoet,	 ﾠ
so	 ﾠshocked	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtreachery	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠmen	 ﾠseeking	 ﾠto	 ﾠsave	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠskins	 ﾠat	 ﾠany	 ﾠcost	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
only	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhelp	 ﾠof	 ﾠcocaine	 ﾠcould	 ﾠyou	 ﾠstay	 ﾠamong	 ﾠthem	 ﾠand	 ﾠpretend	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
them.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
God	 ﾠlove	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠas	 ﾠevery	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠis	 ﾠobliged	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcontempt	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcharity.	 ﾠ
They	 ﾠall	 ﾠdid,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠall	 ﾠdoing,	 ﾠonly	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠyou	 ﾠadvised	 ﾠme	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnever	 ﾠ
done,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠyou	 ﾠnever	 ﾠdid.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
6.	 ﾠOsip	 ﾠMandelstam's	 ﾠtranslation	 ﾠof	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠ“Dance	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMountain”,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
translation	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠby	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell:	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
АКОП	 ﾠКАРА-ﾭ‐ДЕРВИШ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
ПЛЯСКА	 ﾠНА	 ﾠГОРАХ	 ﾠ
Ночной	 ﾠхоровод	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Посвящ<ается>	 ﾠГр<игорию>	 ﾠРобакидзе	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Не	 ﾠплач,	 ﾠне	 ﾠрыданье,	 ﾠне	 ﾠвоплениц	 ﾠкрик	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐	 ﾠ
Подари	 ﾠмне	 ﾠвеселье	 ﾠи	 ﾠпиршества	 ﾠзвон.	 ﾠ
Позабыть	 ﾠбы	 ﾠудары	 ﾠи	 ﾠсмертный	 ﾠстон,	 ﾠ
Катафалков	 ﾠпух	 ﾠи	 ﾠумершей	 ﾠлик,	 ﾠ
Пустить	 ﾠпо	 ﾠмиру	 ﾠтяжелый	 ﾠдым,	 ﾠ
Развеять	 ﾠгоречь	 ﾠдымных	 ﾠтуч,	 ﾠ
И	 ﾠкто	 ﾠлюбим,	 ﾠи	 ﾠкто	 ﾠне	 ﾠлюбим,	 ﾠ
И	 ﾠкто	 ﾠповержен,	 ﾠи	 ﾠкто	 ﾠмогуч,	 ﾠ
Побежденный,	 ﾠпобедитель	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐	 ﾠвсё	 ﾠпрах	 ﾠи	 ﾠдым,	 ﾠ
Да	 ﾠпройдут	 ﾠони	 ﾠздесь,	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐	 ﾠмое	 ﾠсердце	 ﾠтам,	 ﾠ
Забыть,	 ﾠзабыть	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐	 ﾠуйти	 ﾠдалеко	 ﾠ
К	 ﾠшарообразным	 ﾠлегким	 ﾠмирам,	 ﾠ
По	 ﾠновым	 ﾠзвездам	 ﾠвзвиться	 ﾠлегко.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
Press	 ﾠand	 ﾠHarvard	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠTexts	 ﾠand	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠ9,	 ﾠCambridge,	 ﾠMA,	 ﾠ2004;	 ﾠand,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ1365-ﾭ‐1432;	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
“The	 ﾠBook	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠWay	 ﾠ(Girk‘	 ﾠchanaparhi)	 ﾠof	 ﾠYeghishe	 ﾠCharents:	 ﾠAn	 ﾠIlluminated	 ﾠApocalyptic	 ﾠGospel	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
Soviet	 ﾠArmenia,”	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠProgram	 ﾠOccasional	 ﾠPaper	 ﾠSeries,	 ﾠUniversity	 ﾠof	 ﾠCalifornia,	 ﾠ
Berkeley,	 ﾠStephan	 ﾠAstourian,	 ﾠgeneral	 ﾠed.,	 ﾠSpring	 ﾠ2012,	 ﾠ37	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ+	 ﾠ31	 ﾠpls.	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ
И	 ﾠтолько	 ﾠс	 ﾠтобой,	 ﾠтолько	 ﾠс	 ﾠтобой,	 ﾠ
Повелительница	 ﾠмоей	 ﾠдуши,	 ﾠ
Атом	 ﾠкрови	 ﾠмоей	 ﾠогневой.	 ﾠ
Пойте	 ﾠмне	 ﾠпесни,	 ﾠхоровод,	 ﾠпляши,	 ﾠ
Тризну	 ﾠна	 ﾠгрудах	 ﾠкостей	 ﾠсоверши.	 ﾠ
Пусть	 ﾠбесы	 ﾠтопчут	 ﾠи	 ﾠвоют	 ﾠглухо	 ﾠ-ﾭ‐	 ﾠ
Я	 ﾠслышу	 ﾠбогов	 ﾠчародейный	 ﾠбег,	 ﾠ
На	 ﾠвершинах	 ﾠгор	 ﾠрождение	 ﾠдуха:	 ﾠ
Ночь	 ﾠразрезает	 ﾠчеловек.	 ﾠ
Жизнь	 ﾠвернулась,	 ﾠгроба	 ﾠраскололись,	 ﾠ
И	 ﾠславы	 ﾠбылой	 ﾠпоют	 ﾠруины.	 ﾠ
К	 ﾠнагорной	 ﾠкрепи	 ﾠвзмыл	 ﾠмощный	 ﾠголос:	 ﾠ
Всё	 ﾠзабыть	 ﾠи	 ﾠринуться	 ﾠв	 ﾠзвездные	 ﾠпучины!	 ﾠ
Через	 ﾠтрущобы,	 ﾠтуманной	 ﾠповитые	 ﾠпряжей,	 ﾠ
С	 ﾠпосвистом	 ﾠадским	 ﾠуйдем	 ﾠна	 ﾠвысокие	 ﾠкряжи.	 ﾠ
Всё	 ﾠпозабудем,	 ﾠзабудем,	 ﾠзабудем.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Akop	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDervish	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Dance	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMountains	 ﾠ
(Nocturnal	 ﾠChoral	 ﾠRound)	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Dedicated	 ﾠto	 ﾠGrigorii	 ﾠRobakidze	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Neither	 ﾠcrying	 ﾠnor	 ﾠsobbing	 ﾠnor	 ﾠcries	 ﾠof	 ﾠprofessional	 ﾠwailers—	 ﾠ
Let	 ﾠme	 ﾠbe	 ﾠmerry	 ﾠ‘midst	 ﾠthe	 ﾠringing	 ﾠof	 ﾠfeasts.	 ﾠ
Forget	 ﾠthe	 ﾠblows	 ﾠand	 ﾠdying	 ﾠmoan,	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠcoffins’	 ﾠtrim,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdead	 ﾠgirl’s	 ﾠface.	 ﾠ
Scatter	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheavy	 ﾠsmoke	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld,	 ﾠ
Blow	 ﾠaway	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheavy	 ﾠclouds’	 ﾠgrief,	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwho	 ﾠis	 ﾠloved,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwho	 ﾠis	 ﾠnot,	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwho	 ﾠis	 ﾠconquered,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwho	 ﾠwields	 ﾠpower,	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠdefeated,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvictor,	 ﾠare	 ﾠall	 ﾠsmoke	 ﾠand	 ﾠdust,	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠhere	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwill	 ﾠpass,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠmy	 ﾠheart.	 ﾠ
To	 ﾠforget,	 ﾠforget,	 ﾠand	 ﾠgo	 ﾠfar	 ﾠaway	 ﾠ
To	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspherical	 ﾠdelicate	 ﾠworlds	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠlightly	 ﾠsoar	 ﾠpast	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠstars.	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠonly	 ﾠwith	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠonly	 ﾠwith	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠ
Mistress	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠsoul,	 ﾠ
Atom	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠfiery	 ﾠblood.	 ﾠ
Sing	 ﾠsongs	 ﾠto	 ﾠme,	 ﾠO	 ﾠchorus,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdance	 ﾠ
Your	 ﾠrite	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpiles	 ﾠof	 ﾠbones.	 ﾠ
Let	 ﾠdemons	 ﾠstomp	 ﾠand	 ﾠhollowly	 ﾠhowl;	 ﾠ
I	 ﾠhear	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspellbinding	 ﾠonrush	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgods,	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠbirth	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmountaintops:	 ﾠ
Man	 ﾠcuts	 ﾠto	 ﾠshreds	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnight.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 57	 ﾠ
Life	 ﾠhas	 ﾠreturned,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcoffins	 ﾠcrack	 ﾠand	 ﾠbreak,	 ﾠ
And	 ﾠthe	 ﾠruins	 ﾠchant	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠelder	 ﾠfame.	 ﾠ
To	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmountain	 ﾠeyries	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠvoice	 ﾠascended:	 ﾠ
Forget	 ﾠall,	 ﾠand	 ﾠplunge	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgulfs	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstars!	 ﾠ
Past	 ﾠthese	 ﾠhovels,	 ﾠspun	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠweb	 ﾠof	 ﾠfog,	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
With	 ﾠhellish	 ﾠululation	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠcrags	 ﾠaway	 ﾠ
We	 ﾠwill	 ﾠgo	 ﾠand	 ﾠforget	 ﾠit	 ﾠall,	 ﾠforget,	 ﾠforget.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
7.	 ﾠKostan	 ﾠZarean,	 ﾠNawǝ	 ﾠleran	 ﾠvray	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠShip	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMountain”),	 ﾠBoston:	 ﾠHayrenik‘,	 ﾠ
1945,	 ﾠa	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠChapter	 ﾠ9	 ﾠ(pp.	 ﾠ140-ﾭ‐152).	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Herian	 ﾠhad	 ﾠknown	 ﾠTiflis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠviceregal	 ﾠcapital	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasus,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthose	 ﾠgood	 ﾠ
days	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠafter	 ﾠreturning	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠdistant	 ﾠjourney	 ﾠhe	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠfew	 ﾠmates	 ﾠwould	 ﾠcome	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
spend	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠextra	 ﾠcash	 ﾠand	 ﾠhave	 ﾠa	 ﾠgood	 ﾠtime	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠthe	 ﾠship	 ﾠwas	 ﾠbeing	 ﾠloaded.	 ﾠThose	 ﾠ
times	 ﾠwere	 ﾠso	 ﾠfar	 ﾠaway	 ﾠnow…	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ He	 ﾠrecalled	 ﾠwell	 ﾠthose	 ﾠnights	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwhiled	 ﾠaway	 ﾠtill	 ﾠdawn	 ﾠin	 ﾠrooms	 ﾠoverhanging	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠKura	 ﾠriver,	 ﾠin	 ﾠwine	 ﾠshops	 ﾠbelow	 ﾠstreet	 ﾠlevel	 ﾠdense	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠaroma	 ﾠof	 ﾠshashlik	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠwine,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsemi-ﾭ‐dark	 ﾠlife	 ﾠcrept	 ﾠup	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtop	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthermometer,	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
tongue	 ﾠringing	 ﾠbitter	 ﾠand	 ﾠtinny,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsongs	 ﾠrang	 ﾠout	 ﾠin	 ﾠalternating	 ﾠhappy	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
philosophically	 ﾠmelancholy	 ﾠtones.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠwine	 ﾠflowed	 ﾠand	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠgirls	 ﾠdanced,	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠ
shapely	 ﾠarms	 ﾠfloating	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠair,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfire	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠgreat,	 ﾠdark	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠsharing	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠardor	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠhis	 ﾠheart.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠthose	 ﾠdays,	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrendezvous	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpeoples	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasus,	 ﾠ
living	 ﾠon	 ﾠpermanent	 ﾠvacation.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠgay,	 ﾠofficial,	 ﾠcarefree;	 ﾠmascaraed,	 ﾠdolled	 ﾠup,	 ﾠ
light.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠpalace	 ﾠrearing	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠover	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbroad	 ﾠavenue	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠviceroy,	 ﾠmotley	 ﾠcrowds	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠsoldiers,	 ﾠmilitary	 ﾠparades	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠstirring	 ﾠmusic,	 ﾠsplendid,	 ﾠcaptivating	 ﾠwomen	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠthe	 ﾠidle	 ﾠpopulace	 ﾠstrolling	 ﾠup	 ﾠand	 ﾠdown	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠmorning	 ﾠtill	 ﾠlate	 ﾠat	 ﾠnight,	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠ
purpose	 ﾠor	 ﾠcare.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠof	 ﾠlōk‘ō	 ﾠfish,	 ﾠKakhetian	 ﾠwine,	 ﾠand	 ﾠłōłinał.99	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠmost	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠquarter	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity,	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠSololak,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
built,	 ﾠteemed	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhorses	 ﾠof	 ﾠnoble	 ﾠbreeds	 ﾠharnessed	 ﾠto	 ﾠmagnificent	 ﾠcarriages	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
which	 ﾠmagnificent	 ﾠwomen	 ﾠwith	 ﾠgreat,	 ﾠswooning	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠwould	 ﾠglace	 ﾠabout	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
lightning-ﾭ‐stricken	 ﾠlooks,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠafter	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠreveries	 ﾠhad	 ﾠwafted	 ﾠover	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheads	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠpassers	 ﾠby,	 ﾠwould	 ﾠswiftly	 ﾠroll	 ﾠon.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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99	 ﾠMichael	 ﾠGrossman	 ﾠinforms	 ﾠme	 ﾠthat	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠgozinaki	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠconfection	 ﾠof	 ﾠgrape	 ﾠsyrup	 ﾠhardened	 ﾠ
around	 ﾠstring	 ﾠof	 ﾠwalnuts	 ﾠto	 ﾠresemble	 ﾠa	 ﾠsausage;	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠalso	 ﾠpopular	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenia,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠheard	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
called	 ﾠanuš	 ﾠsuǰux,	 ﾠlit.	 ﾠ“sweet	 ﾠsausage”,	 ﾠor	 ﾠṙočik.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠelement	 ﾠgoz-ﾭ‐	 ﾠwould	 ﾠbe	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwalnut,	 ﾠcf.	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠloans	 ﾠArm.	 ﾠǝnkoyz	 ﾠand	 ﾠHeb.	 ﾠegōz.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠloko	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠcatfish.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 58	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Life	 ﾠrolled	 ﾠon,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrhythm	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠairs	 ﾠof	 ﾠsoundless,	 ﾠtrilling	 ﾠflutes.	 ﾠAbundant,	 ﾠ
voluptuous.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsweet	 ﾠshops,	 ﾠteeming	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcustomers,	 ﾠdisplayed	 ﾠcakes	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
confections	 ﾠof	 ﾠimpossible	 ﾠdimensions.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠfront	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠshops,	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsidewalks,	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
heaped	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠhills	 ﾠof	 ﾠcloth	 ﾠand	 ﾠvelvet.	 ﾠGroups	 ﾠof	 ﾠwomen	 ﾠgathered	 ﾠaround	 ﾠthem	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
with	 ﾠdelicate,	 ﾠsensitive	 ﾠfingers	 ﾠpalpated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsilks	 ﾠand	 ﾠlazily	 ﾠexamined	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
multicolored	 ﾠfabrics.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠrustle	 ﾠof	 ﾠcrumpled	 ﾠcloth,	 ﾠmerging	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsweet	 ﾠaromas	 ﾠ
pouring	 ﾠin	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠevery	 ﾠdirection,	 ﾠresembled	 ﾠa	 ﾠtipsy	 ﾠbreeze	 ﾠstealing	 ﾠover	 ﾠa	 ﾠrose	 ﾠ
garden.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠswathed	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠtent	 ﾠof	 ﾠparticolored	 ﾠsilks,	 ﾠher	 ﾠdress	 ﾠshivering	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
gold	 ﾠcoins	 ﾠworked	 ﾠinto	 ﾠits	 ﾠhem,	 ﾠwent	 ﾠa	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠlady.	 ﾠYou	 ﾠwould	 ﾠthing	 ﾠa	 ﾠhive	 ﾠof	 ﾠbees	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠpassing.	 ﾠOr	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠa	 ﾠstately	 ﾠand	 ﾠsupple	 ﾠCircassian	 ﾠmaiden100	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
gazelle	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgait	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠibex;	 ﾠor	 ﾠa	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠgirl	 ﾠsashaying	 ﾠalong,	 ﾠher	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠhead	 ﾠ
nodding,	 ﾠround	 ﾠand	 ﾠmusical.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ To	 ﾠreach	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlower	 ﾠquarter	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtown	 ﾠone	 ﾠhad	 ﾠto	 ﾠpass	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠnarrow,	 ﾠ
twisting	 ﾠlanes.	 ﾠDown	 ﾠbelow	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsquare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlocals	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMēydan,101	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠ
unfolded	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠyour	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠminiature	 ﾠsketched	 ﾠby	 ﾠa	 ﾠnaïve	 ﾠhand.	 ﾠ
Camels,	 ﾠlazily	 ﾠseated,	 ﾠthick	 ﾠlipped,	 ﾠheads	 ﾠheld	 ﾠhigh,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthough	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠgrazing	 ﾠon	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsun.	 ﾠGoats	 ﾠwith	 ﾠbells	 ﾠtinkling,	 ﾠdragging	 ﾠalong	 ﾠdried	 ﾠbranches	 ﾠby	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠtips.	 ﾠ
Eastern	 ﾠtypes	 ﾠseated	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠlegs	 ﾠfolded	 ﾠbeneath	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠdreaming	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
dazed	 ﾠmotions,	 ﾠsmoking	 ﾠlong	 ﾠpipes.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠacrid	 ﾠodor	 ﾠof	 ﾠtar,	 ﾠraisins,	 ﾠheaps	 ﾠof	 ﾠstraw.	 ﾠCamel	 ﾠdung.	 ﾠWretched,	 ﾠ
indifferent	 ﾠdogs.	 ﾠHens	 ﾠpecking	 ﾠunder	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcamels’	 ﾠnoses,	 ﾠand	 ﾠbeggars	 ﾠwith	 ﾠruined	 ﾠ
eyes	 ﾠand	 ﾠtrembling	 ﾠhands.	 ﾠ	 ﾠAsia.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ On	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsurface	 ﾠit	 ﾠmight	 ﾠbe	 ﾠEurope—	 ﾠa	 ﾠEurope	 ﾠreflected	 ﾠin	 ﾠfunhouse	 ﾠmirrors.	 ﾠ
Erevan	 ﾠSquare,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠits	 ﾠred-ﾭ‐painted	 ﾠcity	 ﾠhall.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠmain	 ﾠthoroughfare	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
pride	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcountry:	 ﾠGolovinsky	 ﾠProspect.102	 ﾠOn	 ﾠthis	 ﾠavenue,	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpeoples	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
100	 ﾠThese	 ﾠpicturesque	 ﾠwomen	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEast	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnot	 ﾠonly	 ﾠa	 ﾠreality	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠa	 ﾠcontextuality	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠliterature.	 ﾠPetros	 ﾠDurean	 ﾠ(Bedros	 ﾠTourian)	 ﾠ(1851-ﾭ‐1872),	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyouth	 ﾠwho	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbrief	 ﾠlife	 ﾠ
singlehandedly	 ﾠinvented	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠlyric	 ﾠpoetry,	 ﾠwrote	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠpoems,	 ﾠstartling	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
time	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠartless,	 ﾠlaconic	 ﾠliteralness,	 ﾠabout	 ﾠa	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠwoman	 ﾠand	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwoman	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
exchanged	 ﾠgazes	 ﾠwith	 ﾠin	 ﾠConstantinople	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠBosphorus	 ﾠNights:	 ﾠThe	 ﾠComplete	 ﾠLyric	 ﾠPoems	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠBedros	 ﾠTourian,	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠHeritage	 ﾠPress	 ﾠand	 ﾠHarvard	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠTexts	 ﾠand	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠ10,	 ﾠCambridge,	 ﾠ
MA,	 ﾠ2005).	 ﾠA	 ﾠCircassian	 ﾠmaiden	 ﾠdances	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbewitching	 ﾠpalace	 ﾠof	 ﾠDream	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠthe	 ﾠOriental	 ﾠ
potentate	 ﾠand	 ﾠnarrator	 ﾠof	 ﾠDaniel	 ﾠVaruzhan’s	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠHet‘anosakan	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠHeathen	 ﾠPoem”),	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcycle	 ﾠ
Het‘anos	 ﾠerger	 ﾠ(“Heathen	 ﾠSongs”):	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠhe	 ﾠtakes	 ﾠher	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠarms	 ﾠand	 ﾠconsummates	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠpassion	 ﾠfor	 ﾠher.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠperhaps,	 ﾠgiven	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsetting,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspasm	 ﾠis	 ﾠonly	 ﾠimagined.	 ﾠLike	 ﾠmost	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Varuzhan’s	 ﾠverse,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠis	 ﾠas	 ﾠextravagant	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠrich	 ﾠvocabulary	 ﾠas	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠimagery	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheme.	 ﾠ
There	 ﾠis	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠdoubt	 ﾠit	 ﾠinspired	 ﾠin	 ﾠpart	 ﾠboth	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwords	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠKaycer	 ﾠ(“Sparks”)	 ﾠ
by	 ﾠMisak‘	 ﾠMecarenc‘	 ﾠ(Medzarents)(1886-ﾭ‐1908),	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠlyric	 ﾠgift	 ﾠand	 ﾠbrief	 ﾠlife	 ﾠmake	 ﾠhim	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
successor	 ﾠto	 ﾠTourian.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠimagines	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwatches	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsensuous	 ﾠundulations	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
Oriental	 ﾠdancing	 ﾠgirl	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnight	 ﾠand	 ﾠbegs	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvision	 ﾠto	 ﾠlinger	 ﾠa	 ﾠbit	 ﾠmore,	 ﾠas	 ﾠdawn	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
breaking.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠloved	 ﾠand	 ﾠvenerated	 ﾠVaruzhan;	 ﾠand	 ﾠZarian,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠknew	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwork	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
contemporary	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠpoets.	 ﾠ
101	 ﾠPersian	 ﾠand	 ﾠArabic	 ﾠmaydān,	 ﾠused,	 ﾠfamously,	 ﾠalso	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmain	 ﾠsquare	 ﾠof	 ﾠKiev	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠUkraine.	 ﾠ
102	 ﾠNow	 ﾠRustaveli,	 ﾠafter	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnational	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠof	 ﾠGeorgia.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 59	 ﾠ
Caucasus,	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠtribes	 ﾠand	 ﾠclans,	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠSunday	 ﾠbest,	 ﾠrubbed	 ﾠshoulders	 ﾠwith	 ﾠeach	 ﾠ
other.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠcame	 ﾠon	 ﾠholiday,	 ﾠfor	 ﾠfun	 ﾠand	 ﾠadventure,	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠshow	 ﾠoff.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Tiflis	 ﾠmade	 ﾠits	 ﾠliving	 ﾠoff	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhardworking,	 ﾠproductive	 ﾠprovinces.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠ
purchased	 ﾠat	 ﾠa	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠprice	 ﾠits	 ﾠcarefree	 ﾠstyle,	 ﾠits	 ﾠdancing,	 ﾠwines,	 ﾠgirls.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠdull	 ﾠ
provincial	 ﾠtowns	 ﾠthey	 ﾠtalked	 ﾠof	 ﾠit	 ﾠin	 ﾠsuperlatives,	 ﾠsalivating,	 ﾠvoices	 ﾠrising	 ﾠin	 ﾠlilting	 ﾠ
tones	 ﾠof	 ﾠpraise.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠreality	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠmodest	 ﾠhalf-ﾭ‐European,	 ﾠhalf-ﾭ‐Asiatic	 ﾠcity.	 ﾠClimbing	 ﾠrows	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠflat	 ﾠroofs	 ﾠclung	 ﾠto	 ﾠunimpressive	 ﾠhills	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlocals,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠtendency	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
exaggeration,	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠmountains.	 ﾠA	 ﾠfew	 ﾠdecent	 ﾠstreets.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠKura,	 ﾠa	 ﾠmuddy	 ﾠriver	 ﾠ
dragging	 ﾠits	 ﾠlazy	 ﾠway	 ﾠbetween	 ﾠsheer	 ﾠbanks.	 ﾠA	 ﾠhandful	 ﾠof	 ﾠbridges	 ﾠadorned	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
tasteless	 ﾠmonuments	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠgenerals	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠconquered	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcountry.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠ
at	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcenter,	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠveins	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠswelled,	 ﾠa	 ﾠhandful	 ﾠof	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠbuildings	 ﾠ
erected	 ﾠin	 ﾠpompous,	 ﾠvarious,	 ﾠundefinable	 ﾠstyles.	 ﾠHere	 ﾠand	 ﾠthere,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠ
contours	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠchurches	 ﾠgave	 ﾠprofundity	 ﾠand	 ﾠnobility	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmixture.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Herian	 ﾠhad	 ﾠarrived	 ﾠin	 ﾠtown	 ﾠthe	 ﾠday	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠto	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠsome	 ﾠ
applications	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGeorgian	 ﾠauthorities	 ﾠand	 ﾠput	 ﾠan	 ﾠend	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexcess	 ﾠproblems	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
transporting	 ﾠhis	 ﾠship	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhad	 ﾠarisen	 ﾠthanks	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcaprices	 ﾠof	 ﾠpetty	 ﾠofficials.103	 ﾠHe	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠalready	 ﾠseeing	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠwith	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠeyes.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Could	 ﾠthis	 ﾠbe	 ﾠTiflis?	 ﾠTired,	 ﾠpreoccupied,	 ﾠuneasy,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwalked	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdeserted	 ﾠ
streets	 ﾠwaiting	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoffices	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgovernment	 ﾠministries	 ﾠto	 ﾠopen.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠalready	 ﾠ
past	 ﾠnine	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmorning,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠyet	 ﾠawake.	 ﾠNothing	 ﾠmoved.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠshops	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠcafés	 ﾠwere	 ﾠshut.	 ﾠSkinny	 ﾠnags	 ﾠharnessed	 ﾠto	 ﾠcarriages	 ﾠon	 ﾠempty	 ﾠstreet	 ﾠcorners	 ﾠ
stamped	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠhooves	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠskin	 ﾠunder	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠbellies	 ﾠshivered.	 ﾠPolicemen	 ﾠpounded	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠbeats,	 ﾠfeeling	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchill.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠcold.	 ﾠ“You’d	 ﾠthink,”	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠmused,	 ﾠ“it	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
morning	 ﾠafter	 ﾠa	 ﾠnight-ﾭ‐long	 ﾠcostume	 ﾠball.”	 ﾠHe	 ﾠfelt	 ﾠsorry	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠcome:	 ﾠit	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠ
been	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠto	 ﾠcome	 ﾠto	 ﾠsome	 ﾠsort	 ﾠof	 ﾠagreement	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlocal	 ﾠauthorities.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
hardest	 ﾠpart	 ﾠwas	 ﾠalready	 ﾠover:	 ﾠhis	 ﾠship	 ﾠwas	 ﾠloaded	 ﾠonto	 ﾠfreight	 ﾠwagons	 ﾠand	 ﾠwould	 ﾠ
have	 ﾠalready	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠen	 ﾠroute,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠnot	 ﾠsome	 ﾠwicked	 ﾠmen	 ﾠbegun	 ﾠto	 ﾠconcoct	 ﾠproblems.	 ﾠ
Everybody	 ﾠwanted	 ﾠa	 ﾠbribe,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠdistributed	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfunds	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad,	 ﾠsold	 ﾠ
whatever	 ﾠhe	 ﾠowned,	 ﾠand	 ﾠgiven	 ﾠthem	 ﾠall	 ﾠthat,	 ﾠtoo.	 ﾠNo,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠhe	 ﾠgave,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠwanted.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠlife	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠstarted	 ﾠup	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠstrange	 ﾠway.	 ﾠNumerous	 ﾠsoldiers	 ﾠand	 ﾠpolicemen	 ﾠ
poured	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity	 ﾠhall,	 ﾠseparated	 ﾠinto	 ﾠsquads,	 ﾠand	 ﾠtook	 ﾠcharge	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcorners	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠmajor	 ﾠarteries.	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠstood	 ﾠstill	 ﾠand	 ﾠgazed	 ﾠin	 ﾠastonishment.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠwitnessed	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsame	 ﾠspectacle	 ﾠthe	 ﾠday	 ﾠbefore,	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstation.	 ﾠTight	 ﾠknots	 ﾠof	 ﾠpolicemen	 ﾠhad	 ﾠtaken	 ﾠ
up	 ﾠpositions	 ﾠat	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexits.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠrequested	 ﾠpassports,	 ﾠinterrogated,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsearched	 ﾠ
people—	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠand	 ﾠArmenians.	 ﾠ“How	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠis	 ﾠforgotten,”	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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103	 ﾠHerian,	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠsea	 ﾠcaptain	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠBatum(i),	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhero	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel:	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwants	 ﾠto	 ﾠtransport	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
ship	 ﾠby	 ﾠrail	 ﾠto	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBlack	 ﾠSea	 ﾠport.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠcover	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel,	 ﾠreproduced	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠillustrates	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠscene.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 60	 ﾠ
thought	 ﾠto	 ﾠhimself.	 ﾠ“When	 ﾠa	 ﾠstorm	 ﾠoverwhelms	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmemory	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhole	 ﾠ
peoples	 ﾠis	 ﾠdarkened.	 ﾠBlack	 ﾠcurrents,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠhurricane,	 ﾠsweep	 ﾠaway	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠvery	 ﾠwill,	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠability	 ﾠto	 ﾠconsider	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠchoose.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠthreatening	 ﾠbreakers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstormy	 ﾠsea	 ﾠ
toss	 ﾠaway	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠand	 ﾠunimportant	 ﾠmen.	 ﾠSo-ﾭ‐called	 ﾠleaders104	 ﾠare	 ﾠcreated.	 ﾠAll	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
values	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠfought	 ﾠfor	 ﾠand	 ﾠswore	 ﾠby	 ﾠfor	 ﾠyears	 ﾠare	 ﾠforgotten,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthey	 ﾠresort	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
same	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠof	 ﾠbrute	 ﾠforce	 ﾠunder	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠyoke	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠonly	 ﾠlately	 ﾠoppressed.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
talk	 ﾠof	 ﾠcommunism,	 ﾠequality,	 ﾠand	 ﾠjustice,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠscratch	 ﾠthem	 ﾠand	 ﾠout	 ﾠpops	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
desiccated,	 ﾠjealous	 ﾠchauvinist.	 ﾠOut	 ﾠpops	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgovernor105	 ﾠof	 ﾠsome	 ﾠbackward	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠ
province,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconstabulary,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsecret	 ﾠpolice,	 ﾠsearches,	 ﾠarrests,	 ﾠprison,	 ﾠexile.	 ﾠIs	 ﾠthis	 ﾠ
Tiflis?”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Here	 ﾠare	 ﾠpeople,	 ﾠat	 ﾠlast.	 ﾠA	 ﾠfew	 ﾠsleepy,	 ﾠunhurried	 ﾠshopkeepers	 ﾠopen	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠdoors	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
business.	 ﾠA	 ﾠpatch	 ﾠof	 ﾠsky	 ﾠclears.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠopens	 ﾠand	 ﾠsparkles	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠfew	 ﾠwindows,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠhides	 ﾠ
immediately	 ﾠand	 ﾠretreats	 ﾠback	 ﾠbehind	 ﾠthe	 ﾠclouds.	 ﾠIt’s	 ﾠgray	 ﾠand	 ﾠcloudy.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Where	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ“Cup	 ﾠof	 ﾠTea”106	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠhe	 ﾠused	 ﾠto	 ﾠmeet	 ﾠhis	 ﾠacquaintances?	 ﾠHe	 ﾠkept	 ﾠ
walking,	 ﾠinquired,	 ﾠfound	 ﾠit.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠCup	 ﾠof	 ﾠTea	 ﾠwas	 ﾠopen.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠstopped	 ﾠat	 ﾠits	 ﾠfront	 ﾠdoor	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠstared	 ﾠin	 ﾠamazement:	 ﾠa	 ﾠdetachment	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpolice	 ﾠhad	 ﾠsurrounded	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpassers	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠwas	 ﾠsearching	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠA	 ﾠneatly	 ﾠdressed,	 ﾠbespectacled,	 ﾠelderly	 ﾠman	 ﾠprotested	 ﾠ
angrily.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcops,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠpinched	 ﾠmuzzle	 ﾠand	 ﾠlong	 ﾠarms,	 ﾠwent	 ﾠup	 ﾠto	 ﾠhim,	 ﾠ
cursed	 ﾠhim	 ﾠloudly,	 ﾠand	 ﾠsmacked	 ﾠhim	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠface.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠaged	 ﾠgentleman’s	 ﾠeyeglasses	 ﾠ
shattered,	 ﾠhis	 ﾠtop	 ﾠhat	 ﾠflew	 ﾠoff,	 ﾠand	 ﾠblood	 ﾠtrickled	 ﾠdown	 ﾠhis	 ﾠblanched	 ﾠface.	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠfurious.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠflushed	 ﾠand	 ﾠground	 ﾠhis	 ﾠteeth.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠhad	 ﾠseized	 ﾠthe	 ﾠold	 ﾠman	 ﾠ
contemptuously	 ﾠand	 ﾠwere	 ﾠdragging	 ﾠhim	 ﾠoff.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
A	 ﾠgentleman	 ﾠstanding	 ﾠnext	 ﾠto	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠwas	 ﾠlooking	 ﾠon	 ﾠwith	 ﾠdisgust.	 ﾠ“It’s	 ﾠbarbarism,”	 ﾠ
he	 ﾠsaid.	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwant	 ﾠof	 ﾠthose	 ﾠpeople.”	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠreplied,	 ﾠ
bemused.	 ﾠ“What	 ﾠshould	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwant?	 ﾠThey’re	 ﾠjust	 ﾠlooking	 ﾠfor	 ﾠan	 ﾠexcuse	 ﾠto	 ﾠexpropriate	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠhomes	 ﾠand	 ﾠproperty.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠdeport	 ﾠthem	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprovinces	 ﾠas	 ﾠenemies	 ﾠand	 ﾠtake	 ﾠ
advantage	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠabsence	 ﾠto	 ﾠrob	 ﾠthem	 ﾠof	 ﾠeverything.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠcall	 ﾠthis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
nationalization	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcountry...”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Herian	 ﾠwent	 ﾠinside.	 ﾠA	 ﾠlovely,	 ﾠclean	 ﾠcafé.	 ﾠYoung	 ﾠgirls	 ﾠand	 ﾠmarried	 ﾠladies	 ﾠof	 ﾠgood	 ﾠ
families	 ﾠworked	 ﾠthere	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠpittance.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠwere	 ﾠfew	 ﾠcustomers,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠeven	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠbrought	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtea	 ﾠand	 ﾠpastries	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠordered,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcafé	 ﾠfilled.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠas	 ﾠthough	 ﾠ
everybody	 ﾠhad	 ﾠmade	 ﾠappointments	 ﾠwith	 ﾠeach	 ﾠother	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠspecified	 ﾠhour.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠlooked	 ﾠ
on	 ﾠwith	 ﾠinterest,	 ﾠquickly	 ﾠgathering	 ﾠthat	 ﾠmost	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpatrons	 ﾠwere	 ﾠintellectuals	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
artists	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠfled	 ﾠRussia.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠplain	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠfaces	 ﾠand	 ﾠmovements.	 ﾠSallow,	 ﾠ
thin	 ﾠfaces,	 ﾠcrazed	 ﾠand	 ﾠdisshevelled	 ﾠhair,	 ﾠhoarse	 ﾠvoices	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstrangest	 ﾠoutfits	 ﾠ
imaginable.	 ﾠ
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 ﾠThe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠword	 ﾠis	 ﾠłekavar,	 ﾠlit.	 ﾠ“helmsman”:	 ﾠthis	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtitle	 ﾠCharents	 ﾠwas	 ﾠvainly	 ﾠto	 ﾠbestow	 ﾠ
upon	 ﾠStalin	 ﾠin	 ﾠlate	 ﾠand	 ﾠfevered	 ﾠpaeans	 ﾠbeseeching	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtyrant	 ﾠto	 ﾠspare	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠ
105	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠkaimakam.	 ﾠ
106	 ﾠRus.	 ﾠChashka	 ﾠchayu,	 ﾠa	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠhaunt	 ﾠin	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠfrequented	 ﾠby	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 61	 ﾠ
There	 ﾠcharacters,	 ﾠat	 ﾠonce	 ﾠcomical	 ﾠand	 ﾠpitiful,	 ﾠwere	 ﾠtalking	 ﾠand	 ﾠarguing	 ﾠnonstop.	 ﾠ
They	 ﾠall	 ﾠknew	 ﾠeach	 ﾠother—	 ﾠonly	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠby	 ﾠhimself,	 ﾠlonely,	 ﾠsad,	 ﾠdepressed.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
scene	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdoorway	 ﾠstill	 ﾠweighed	 ﾠon	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmind.	 ﾠ“Could	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠanother	 ﾠcup	 ﾠof	 ﾠtea,	 ﾠ
please,	 ﾠMiss?”	 ﾠ“Of	 ﾠcourse.”	 ﾠThe	 ﾠwaitress	 ﾠhad	 ﾠa	 ﾠvoice	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwas	 ﾠsweet	 ﾠand	 ﾠresonant,	 ﾠ
rising	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠher	 ﾠbosom.	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠliked	 ﾠit,	 ﾠand	 ﾠfelt	 ﾠa	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠcalmer.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
It	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠpleasant	 ﾠenvironment;	 ﾠit	 ﾠseemed	 ﾠmore	 ﾠa	 ﾠsalon	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠreception	 ﾠthan	 ﾠa	 ﾠcoffee	 ﾠ
house.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠintellectuals	 ﾠthere	 ﾠhad	 ﾠpassed	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠfire,	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠcrushed,	 ﾠexiled,	 ﾠyet	 ﾠthey	 ﾠ
labored	 ﾠto	 ﾠpreserve	 ﾠthe	 ﾠoutward	 ﾠproprieties	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife,	 ﾠthose	 ﾠexaggerated	 ﾠforms	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
civility,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhand-ﾭ‐kissing	 ﾠof	 ﾠladies,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdelicate	 ﾠsweet	 ﾠnothings	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠtypical	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠpre-ﾭ‐Revolutionary	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠsociety.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠrecalled	 ﾠthe	 ﾠperfect	 ﾠmanners	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFrench	 ﾠ
aristocrats	 ﾠsitting	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcarts	 ﾠtaking	 ﾠthem	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠguillotine:	 ﾠ“If	 ﾠyou	 ﾠplease,	 ﾠMarquise,	 ﾠ
may	 ﾠI	 ﾠkiss	 ﾠyour	 ﾠhand?”	 ﾠ“Ah.	 ﾠMy	 ﾠdear	 ﾠCount,	 ﾠallow	 ﾠme	 ﾠto	 ﾠremove	 ﾠmy	 ﾠglove…”	 ﾠThese	 ﾠ
waitresses	 ﾠwere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame:	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwould	 ﾠthink	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠreceiving	 ﾠspecially	 ﾠinvited	 ﾠ
guests	 ﾠat	 ﾠhome.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠdrifted	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠone	 ﾠend	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠroom	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother,	 ﾠshedding	 ﾠsmiles	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠsweet	 ﾠaromas,	 ﾠdisplaying	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrustling	 ﾠsilks	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdresses,	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠbared,	 ﾠ
trembling	 ﾠbosoms,	 ﾠand	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠwell	 ﾠcared	 ﾠfor	 ﾠwhite	 ﾠhands.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
He	 ﾠautomatically	 ﾠlooked	 ﾠdown	 ﾠat	 ﾠhis	 ﾠown	 ﾠhands,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhid	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠat	 ﾠonce	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
withdrew	 ﾠthem	 ﾠagain,	 ﾠand	 ﾠlaid	 ﾠthem	 ﾠdown	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtable.	 ﾠWhy	 ﾠshould	 ﾠhe	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠ
ashamed?	 ﾠThey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhands	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠworker.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast	 ﾠfew	 ﾠweeks	 ﾠthese	 ﾠhands,	 ﾠ
these	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠand	 ﾠsturdy	 ﾠhands,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠcleaning	 ﾠand	 ﾠoiling	 ﾠand	 ﾠshining	 ﾠthe	 ﾠship’s	 ﾠ
engines,	 ﾠpainting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbridge,	 ﾠscrubbing	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠstate	 ﾠof	 ﾠperfection.	 ﾠNo,	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
reason	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhim	 ﾠto	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠthe	 ﾠleast	 ﾠshame.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Hey,	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠare	 ﾠyou	 ﾠpounding	 ﾠyour	 ﾠfists	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtable	 ﾠfor?	 ﾠSpoiling	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠfight,	 ﾠeh?”	 ﾠIt	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠPeronian.	 ﾠ“My	 ﾠgood	 ﾠfellow,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠlook	 ﾠas	 ﾠif	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwere	 ﾠabout	 ﾠto	 ﾠattack	 ﾠthese	 ﾠpoor,	 ﾠ
fragile	 ﾠgirls.	 ﾠYes,	 ﾠall	 ﾠright,	 ﾠall	 ﾠright,	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠstart	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠexplanations—	 ﾠbut	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠmeet	 ﾠ
my	 ﾠfriends.	 ﾠHayk	 ﾠShushan,	 ﾠprofessional	 ﾠpainter;	 ﾠKara,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpoet;107	 ﾠ
Sultanian,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠscholar.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠa	 ﾠword,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠbehold	 ﾠall	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMuses.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ“Very	 ﾠpleased	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠmeet	 ﾠyou.	 ﾠVery	 ﾠpleased.	 ﾠHey,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠbastard,	 ﾠI	 ﾠwasn’t	 ﾠexpecting	 ﾠto	 ﾠsee	 ﾠyou	 ﾠhere.	 ﾠ
Please	 ﾠhave	 ﾠa	 ﾠseat,	 ﾠgentlemen.	 ﾠPlease	 ﾠsit	 ﾠdown.”	 ﾠ“My	 ﾠfriends	 ﾠneed	 ﾠno	 ﾠintroduction	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
you.	 ﾠWe’ve	 ﾠtalked…	 ﾠThe	 ﾠAdmiral	 ﾠof	 ﾠLake	 ﾠSevan108…	 ﾠYou’re	 ﾠa	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠman.”	 ﾠ“How	 ﾠ
could	 ﾠit	 ﾠbe	 ﾠotherwise,”	 ﾠinterjected	 ﾠKara.	 ﾠ“We’ve	 ﾠheard	 ﾠa	 ﾠlot	 ﾠof	 ﾠgood	 ﾠthings	 ﾠabout	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠ
your	 ﾠfuturistic	 ﾠspirit,	 ﾠyour	 ﾠplan,	 ﾠso	 ﾠdaring	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠcircumstances…”	 ﾠ“Good,	 ﾠ
good,	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠpraise	 ﾠhim	 ﾠtoo	 ﾠmuch,”	 ﾠPeronian	 ﾠsaid,	 ﾠcutting	 ﾠhim	 ﾠshort.	 ﾠ“Don’t	 ﾠflatter	 ﾠ
him.	 ﾠHe’s	 ﾠa	 ﾠmodest	 ﾠman,	 ﾠany	 ﾠmore	 ﾠand	 ﾠhe’ll	 ﾠjump	 ﾠup	 ﾠand	 ﾠrun	 ﾠaway…	 ﾠTell	 ﾠme	 ﾠthis.	 ﾠ
What	 ﾠbrings	 ﾠyou	 ﾠhere?	 ﾠWe	 ﾠwere	 ﾠexpecting	 ﾠyou	 ﾠin	 ﾠErevan.”	 ﾠ“It’s	 ﾠa	 ﾠlong	 ﾠstory.	 ﾠYou	 ﾠcan	 ﾠ
imagine	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmatters	 ﾠI’m	 ﾠdealing	 ﾠwith.”	 ﾠ“Such	 ﾠas?”	 ﾠ“I’ve	 ﾠjust	 ﾠrun	 ﾠinto	 ﾠa	 ﾠlot	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
difficulties,.	 ﾠThat’s	 ﾠall.	 ﾠYou	 ﾠknow,	 ﾠI	 ﾠtook	 ﾠmy	 ﾠship	 ﾠand	 ﾠeven	 ﾠloaded	 ﾠit	 ﾠonto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtrain.”	 ﾠ
“They	 ﾠwere	 ﾠtalking	 ﾠabout	 ﾠit	 ﾠin	 ﾠErevan.”	 ﾠ“In	 ﾠErevan?”	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠwas	 ﾠstartled.	 ﾠ“How	 ﾠdid	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠfind	 ﾠout?”	 ﾠ“They	 ﾠfind	 ﾠout	 ﾠabout	 ﾠeverything.	 ﾠAnd,	 ﾠwell…”	 ﾠ“Well,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrailway	 ﾠ
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 ﾠThis	 ﾠis,	 ﾠof	 ﾠcourse,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠsingle	 ﾠphrase,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠa	 ﾠname	 ﾠand	 ﾠsurname.	 ﾠ
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 ﾠThe	 ﾠlake	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠplanned	 ﾠto	 ﾠset	 ﾠsail	 ﾠhis	 ﾠship	 ﾠtransported	 ﾠby	 ﾠrail	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBlack	 ﾠ
Sea.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 62	 ﾠ
authorities	 ﾠbegan	 ﾠto	 ﾠput	 ﾠall	 ﾠkinds	 ﾠof	 ﾠobstacles	 ﾠin	 ﾠmy	 ﾠway.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠare	 ﾠdoing	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠ
they	 ﾠcan	 ﾠto	 ﾠprevent	 ﾠthe	 ﾠship	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠdeparting.	 ﾠThat’s	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠI’ve	 ﾠcome	 ﾠabout.	 ﾠI	 ﾠplan	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
make	 ﾠsome	 ﾠrepresentations.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠI’m	 ﾠalready	 ﾠdiscouraged.”	 ﾠHe	 ﾠrelated	 ﾠeverything	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
had	 ﾠseen	 ﾠin	 ﾠfront	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcafé.	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠwant	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthese	 ﾠpeople.”	 ﾠEverybody	 ﾠfell	 ﾠ
silent.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“The	 ﾠfrightful	 ﾠthing	 ﾠis,”	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠHayk	 ﾠShushan	 ﾠwith	 ﾠgloomy	 ﾠemphasis,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠfrightful	 ﾠ
thing	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠare	 ﾠtrading	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdiadems	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠown	 ﾠthoughts	 ﾠso	 ﾠeasily.	 ﾠ
Everything	 ﾠthat	 ﾠonly	 ﾠyesterday	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsoul-ﾭ‐illuminating	 ﾠideal	 ﾠof	 ﾠall	 ﾠis	 ﾠnow	 ﾠdarkness	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠvoid.	 ﾠIt’s	 ﾠa	 ﾠseismic	 ﾠshock,	 ﾠa	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠconvulsion,	 ﾠa	 ﾠcatastrophe,	 ﾠand	 ﾠit’s	 ﾠrolling	 ﾠ
everything	 ﾠdown	 ﾠwith	 ﾠit	 ﾠinto	 ﾠan	 ﾠabyss	 ﾠof	 ﾠbarbarity.	 ﾠMan	 ﾠis	 ﾠreverting	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠatavistic	 ﾠ
instincts	 ﾠand	 ﾠbecoming	 ﾠa	 ﾠwolf.”	 ﾠ“Which	 ﾠjust	 ﾠproves,”	 ﾠinterjected	 ﾠKara,	 ﾠever	 ﾠprepared	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠcontradict,	 ﾠ“that	 ﾠthose	 ﾠold	 ﾠvalues	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠtalking	 ﾠabout	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠcorrespond	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
demands	 ﾠof	 ﾠreal	 ﾠlife.”	 ﾠ“Everything	 ﾠcan	 ﾠbe	 ﾠjustified	 ﾠthat	 ﾠway.”	 ﾠ“I’m	 ﾠnot	 ﾠjustifying	 ﾠit.	 ﾠ
But	 ﾠneither	 ﾠdo	 ﾠI	 ﾠfear	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchanges	 ﾠtaking	 ﾠplace.	 ﾠLife	 ﾠpresents	 ﾠever-ﾭ‐new	 ﾠdemands	 ﾠto	 ﾠus	 ﾠ
as	 ﾠit	 ﾠchanges,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠposition	 ﾠto	 ﾠrespond	 ﾠto	 ﾠthose	 ﾠdemands.	 ﾠTo	 ﾠbe	 ﾠ
capable	 ﾠof	 ﾠchange,	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠable	 ﾠto	 ﾠfashion	 ﾠand	 ﾠforge	 ﾠnew	 ﾠweapons—	 ﾠthat’s	 ﾠwhat!”	 ﾠ“But	 ﾠ
my	 ﾠdear	 ﾠfellow,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠare	 ﾠspeaking	 ﾠabout	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠelse	 ﾠentirely…”	 ﾠHayk	 ﾠShushan	 ﾠ
stared	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠbehind	 ﾠhis	 ﾠglasses	 ﾠat	 ﾠKara	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠmocking	 ﾠsmile.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
He	 ﾠcouldn’t	 ﾠstand	 ﾠKara.	 ﾠWho	 ﾠwas	 ﾠhe?	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsemblance	 ﾠof	 ﾠsemblance.	 ﾠSomething	 ﾠ
calling	 ﾠitself	 ﾠa	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠborn	 ﾠin	 ﾠEurope	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwas	 ﾠapparently	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
product	 ﾠof	 ﾠlocal	 ﾠconditions.	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠartists,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠare	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠslavish	 ﾠimitators,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠ
picked	 ﾠup	 ﾠthe	 ﾠouter	 ﾠforms	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠmovement,	 ﾠexaggerated	 ﾠthose,	 ﾠsewed	 ﾠa	 ﾠharlequin	 ﾠ
costume,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdraped	 ﾠit	 ﾠover	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠshoulders	 ﾠto	 ﾠconceal	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠnakedness	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
unquiet	 ﾠmadness…	 ﾠThey	 ﾠdaubed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtips	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠnoses,	 ﾠput	 ﾠon	 ﾠnecklaces	 ﾠof	 ﾠcarrots,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠpinned	 ﾠmedals	 ﾠmade	 ﾠof	 ﾠcabbage	 ﾠleaves	 ﾠto	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠbreasts.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠsurprised	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
bourgeoisie	 ﾠand	 ﾠcharmed	 ﾠhysterical	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠgirls.	 ﾠKara	 ﾠswore	 ﾠby	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠname.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwore	 ﾠ
long,	 ﾠcolorful	 ﾠtunics,	 ﾠan	 ﾠAfghan	 ﾠheaddress,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠboots,	 ﾠand	 ﾠconsidered	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠ
an	 ﾠapostle	 ﾠheralding	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠapostles	 ﾠare	 ﾠalways	 ﾠslightly	 ﾠridiculous.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“You’re	 ﾠtalking	 ﾠabout	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠcompletely	 ﾠdifferent,”	 ﾠrepeated	 ﾠShushan,	 ﾠbecoming	 ﾠ
serious.	 ﾠ“What	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠseeing	 ﾠand	 ﾠcriticizing	 ﾠtoday	 ﾠis	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠnew,	 ﾠjust	 ﾠcontortions	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
old	 ﾠmasks…	 ﾠscarecrows	 ﾠsticking	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdepths	 ﾠof	 ﾠhistory.”	 ﾠ“You	 ﾠforget	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
are	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmidst	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠstorm.	 ﾠWhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearth	 ﾠis	 ﾠshaken,	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠlose	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠheads.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠ
run	 ﾠjust	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthey	 ﾠshouldn’t	 ﾠgo.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠdo	 ﾠthings	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwould	 ﾠappear	 ﾠludicrous	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
normal	 ﾠtimes.”	 ﾠ“Well,	 ﾠthat’s	 ﾠdoubtless	 ﾠtrue…”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
The	 ﾠroom	 ﾠkept	 ﾠfilling	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠthrong	 ﾠof	 ﾠnewcomers	 ﾠwho	 ﾠsqueezed	 ﾠin	 ﾠaround	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
already	 ﾠcrowded	 ﾠtables,	 ﾠclustering	 ﾠtogether	 ﾠin	 ﾠbig	 ﾠgroups	 ﾠand	 ﾠblocking	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpassages.	 ﾠ
Smoke.	 ﾠNoise.	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠobserved	 ﾠattentively.	 ﾠ“A	 ﾠremarkable	 ﾠspectacle,”	 ﾠhe	 ﾠsaid.	 ﾠ“It	 ﾠ
seems	 ﾠas	 ﾠthough	 ﾠdanger	 ﾠhas	 ﾠswept	 ﾠover	 ﾠthe	 ﾠheads	 ﾠof	 ﾠthese	 ﾠpeople.	 ﾠFrenzied	 ﾠlooks,	 ﾠ
twisted	 ﾠmouths…”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Russia	 ﾠis	 ﾠpassing	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠa	 ﾠtitanic	 ﾠsieve.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠheavier	 ﾠgrains	 ﾠremain;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrest	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
scattered	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwinds…”	 ﾠ“Refugees…”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 63	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“If	 ﾠa	 ﾠman	 ﾠthinks	 ﾠwell,”	 ﾠexclaimed	 ﾠSultanian,	 ﾠ“flight	 ﾠis	 ﾠbase.	 ﾠA	 ﾠman	 ﾠought	 ﾠnever	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
abandon	 ﾠhis	 ﾠfatherland,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠif	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlife	 ﾠis	 ﾠin	 ﾠdanger.	 ﾠAn	 ﾠémigré,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfinal	 ﾠanalysis,	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
but	 ﾠhalf	 ﾠa	 ﾠman.”	 ﾠ“They‘ve	 ﾠfled	 ﾠhunger,	 ﾠrepression,	 ﾠdeprivation.”	 ﾠ“Precisely.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠfear	 ﾠ
deprivation.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠsee,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠalready	 ﾠlike	 ﾠdead	 ﾠleaves	 ﾠdriven	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwind.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
one	 ﾠthing	 ﾠI	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠunderstand.	 ﾠIf	 ﾠmillions	 ﾠof	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠare	 ﾠsuffering,	 ﾠwhy	 ﾠshould	 ﾠartists	 ﾠ
flee	 ﾠthat	 ﾠsuffering?”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“I	 ﾠagree	 ﾠcompletely,”	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠKara.	 ﾠ“Completely.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠmust	 ﾠhave	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcourage	 ﾠto	 ﾠaccept	 ﾠ
reality	 ﾠas	 ﾠit	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠand	 ﾠthen	 ﾠtransform	 ﾠthat	 ﾠreality	 ﾠinto	 ﾠart,	 ﾠhowever	 ﾠsavage	 ﾠit	 ﾠmay	 ﾠ
be.	 ﾠSong	 ﾠcan	 ﾠoffer	 ﾠa	 ﾠfoundation	 ﾠto	 ﾠeverything.”	 ﾠ“That	 ﾠis	 ﾠirrefutable,”	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠagreed.	 ﾠ
“One	 ﾠmust	 ﾠremain,	 ﾠstrive,	 ﾠsurvive.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠare	 ﾠall	 ﾠresponsible	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠevents	 ﾠtaking	 ﾠplace,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠwe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠhave	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcourage	 ﾠto	 ﾠbear	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠcosequences.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“The	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmain	 ﾠthing.	 ﾠEvery	 ﾠman	 ﾠmust	 ﾠcling	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠcenter.	 ﾠEvents	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠsurround	 ﾠus;	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠour	 ﾠinner	 ﾠselves.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠarrive,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstorm	 ﾠbreaks,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
then	 ﾠthey	 ﾠpass—	 ﾠand,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspirit,	 ﾠif	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠis	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠradiant.	 ﾠWe,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians.,	 ﾠhave	 ﾠknown	 ﾠthis	 ﾠfor	 ﾠcenturies…”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Those	 ﾠrefugees	 ﾠpresent	 ﾠa	 ﾠvery	 ﾠinteresting	 ﾠspectacle,”	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠHayk	 ﾠShushan	 ﾠagain	 ﾠafter	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠbrief	 ﾠsilence.	 ﾠ“I’ve	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠobserving	 ﾠthem	 ﾠever	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthey	 ﾠcame.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠcrowd	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
composed	 ﾠnot	 ﾠonly	 ﾠof	 ﾠartists	 ﾠand	 ﾠpoets.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠis	 ﾠevery	 ﾠkind	 ﾠof	 ﾠelement	 ﾠamong	 ﾠthem.	 ﾠ
When	 ﾠthey	 ﾠcame,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠa	 ﾠpitiful	 ﾠsight:	 ﾠpoor,	 ﾠthin,	 ﾠemaciated…	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠlost	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
time.	 ﾠA	 ﾠlot	 ﾠof	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠcharacters	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcalculating	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠand	 ﾠlow,	 ﾠintent	 ﾠbrows,	 ﾠtook	 ﾠ
stock	 ﾠof	 ﾠlocal	 ﾠconditions	 ﾠright	 ﾠaway,	 ﾠsniffed	 ﾠout	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsurroundings	 ﾠand	 ﾠgot	 ﾠto	 ﾠwork.	 ﾠ
Lots	 ﾠof	 ﾠshops	 ﾠopened.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠbought	 ﾠand	 ﾠsold	 ﾠeverything.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠchanged	 ﾠmoney	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
amassed	 ﾠgold,	 ﾠsilver,	 ﾠand	 ﾠprecious	 ﾠstones.	 ﾠMany	 ﾠladies	 ﾠappeared	 ﾠas	 ﾠwell,	 ﾠsoon	 ﾠ
enough.	 ﾠWith	 ﾠsonorous,	 ﾠaristocratic	 ﾠnames.	 ﾠBaronesses,	 ﾠcountesses,	 ﾠprincesses.	 ﾠ
With	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠairs,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠloving	 ﾠsmiles.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠassumed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpatronage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠartists	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
writers…”	 ﾠ“According	 ﾠto	 ﾠtradition…”	 ﾠ“Yes.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠthat	 ﾠpretext,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠopened	 ﾠnightclubs	 ﾠ
where	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwelcomed	 ﾠyou	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnoblest	 ﾠform,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcompliments	 ﾠbefitting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
occasion,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠself-ﾭ‐deprecating	 ﾠsmiles;	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠyou	 ﾠmet	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠnames	 ﾠyou’d	 ﾠread	 ﾠ
about	 ﾠonce	 ﾠupon	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠPetersburg	 ﾠor	 ﾠMoscow	 ﾠpapers.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠwould	 ﾠproffer	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
you	 ﾠthe	 ﾠinevitable	 ﾠcup	 ﾠof	 ﾠtea.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠladies	 ﾠwould	 ﾠsing	 ﾠsotto	 ﾠvoce.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠserved	 ﾠ
sweets	 ﾠand	 ﾠcakes.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠconversed	 ﾠand	 ﾠdisputed	 ﾠabout	 ﾠart.”	 ﾠ“Well,	 ﾠso?...	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwasn’t	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
bad	 ﾠthing.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“No.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠvery	 ﾠnice.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠbad	 ﾠpart	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthat	 ﾠafterwards,	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwould	 ﾠinvite	 ﾠyou	 ﾠinto	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠroom	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠroulette	 ﾠwheel—	 ﾠall	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠcharitable	 ﾠaim.	 ﾠNaturally	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
abashed	 ﾠand	 ﾠaccepted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠproposal.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠrelieved	 ﾠyou	 ﾠof	 ﾠyour	 ﾠlast	 ﾠkopek,	 ﾠand,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
your	 ﾠface	 ﾠfrozen,	 ﾠguilty	 ﾠfor	 ﾠnot	 ﾠhaving	 ﾠmore	 ﾠmoney,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠgot	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠsomehow	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
fled.”	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“So	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdeal.”	 ﾠ“Now	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠlives	 ﾠthat	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠNightclubs,	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠ
princesses,	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠartists.	 ﾠIt’s	 ﾠsurprising	 ﾠhow	 ﾠmuch	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhigher	 ﾠstrata	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
nobility	 ﾠhave	 ﾠdiscovered	 ﾠa	 ﾠprofit	 ﾠmotive	 ﾠin	 ﾠart…	 ﾠThey	 ﾠinvite	 ﾠyou	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠsoirée	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 64	 ﾠ
some	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠread	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlatest	 ﾠwork.	 ﾠA	 ﾠfull	 ﾠhouse.	 ﾠA	 ﾠlittle	 ﾠstage	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠ
end	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhall.	 ﾠEnthusiastic	 ﾠapplause.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠcomes	 ﾠon	 ﾠstage.	 ﾠWearing	 ﾠa	 ﾠlong,	 ﾠ
outlandish	 ﾠrobe	 ﾠwoven	 ﾠof	 ﾠBukharan	 ﾠsilk,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtip	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnose	 ﾠpainted,	 ﾠhis	 ﾠface	 ﾠ
bedaubed	 ﾠwith	 ﾠantimony	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠclown,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠstarts	 ﾠto	 ﾠdeclaim	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanner	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠthird-ﾭ‐
rate	 ﾠactor,	 ﾠin	 ﾠfeeble	 ﾠand	 ﾠfaraway	 ﾠvoice,	 ﾠunique	 ﾠand	 ﾠincomprehensible	 ﾠwords.”109	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Fortunately,”	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠPeronian,	 ﾠ“In	 ﾠthat	 ﾠrespect	 ﾠour	 ﾠcountry	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠattract	 ﾠanybody.	 ﾠ
We	 ﾠare	 ﾠpoor,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhave	 ﾠat	 ﾠleast	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhonor	 ﾠto	 ﾠlive	 ﾠalone	 ﾠwith	 ﾠour	 ﾠaccursed	 ﾠquestions	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠour	 ﾠtragedies.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠlead	 ﾠa	 ﾠdangerous	 ﾠlife:	 ﾠexternal	 ﾠfoes,	 ﾠmalaria,	 ﾠtyphus,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
hunger	 ﾠwithin,	 ﾠand	 ﾠour	 ﾠexiles	 ﾠare	 ﾠno	 ﾠprincesses…	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis	 ﾠhow	 ﾠI	 ﾠprefer	 ﾠit.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠday	 ﾠwe	 ﾠ
will	 ﾠforge	 ﾠnew	 ﾠand	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠthings	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠour	 ﾠmisfortunes.	 ﾠOur	 ﾠown	 ﾠbeauty,	 ﾠdeep	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
great,	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠkind	 ﾠall	 ﾠthings	 ﾠborn	 ﾠof	 ﾠsuffering	 ﾠare…”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
They	 ﾠwere	 ﾠsilent.	 ﾠEveryone	 ﾠfelt	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠoppressed	 ﾠby	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠburden.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠreturned	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠminds	 ﾠto	 ﾠArmenia.	 ﾠThey	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠnot	 ﾠa	 ﾠword.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“But	 ﾠhaven’t	 ﾠyou	 ﾠnoticed	 ﾠhow	 ﾠpretty	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtall	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠlady	 ﾠis,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠone	 ﾠwho	 ﾠserved	 ﾠus	 ﾠ
our	 ﾠtea?”	 ﾠasked	 ﾠShushan,	 ﾠas	 ﾠthough	 ﾠwaking	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠdream.	 ﾠ“Really.”	 ﾠ“She’s	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
very	 ﾠgood	 ﾠfamily.	 ﾠWell	 ﾠbred,	 ﾠeducated,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠrefined	 ﾠtastes.”	 ﾠ“She	 ﾠcaught	 ﾠmy	 ﾠattention	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠminute	 ﾠI	 ﾠcame	 ﾠin,”	 ﾠsaid	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠanimatedly.	 ﾠ“She	 ﾠhas	 ﾠreal	 ﾠclassical	 ﾠlines,	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
Greek	 ﾠstatue.”	 ﾠ“But,	 ﾠwell,	 ﾠnever	 ﾠmind,	 ﾠbetter	 ﾠI	 ﾠshould	 ﾠnot	 ﾠpuncture	 ﾠyour	 ﾠillusion.”	 ﾠ
“Our	 ﾠillusion?	 ﾠWhat	 ﾠdo	 ﾠyou	 ﾠmean?	 ﾠMorality?”	 ﾠ“No,	 ﾠno,	 ﾠthat’s	 ﾠnot	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠI	 ﾠmeant.	 ﾠAll	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
you,	 ﾠstop	 ﾠlooking	 ﾠher	 ﾠway	 ﾠor	 ﾠshe’ll	 ﾠrealize	 ﾠwe’re	 ﾠtalking	 ﾠabout	 ﾠher.”	 ﾠ“All	 ﾠright,	 ﾠtell	 ﾠus	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠit’s	 ﾠall	 ﾠabout.”	 ﾠ“Look,	 ﾠshe’s	 ﾠgot	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠthrown	 ﾠover	 ﾠher	 ﾠleft	 ﾠshoulder	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
cover	 ﾠher	 ﾠarm.”	 ﾠ“Yes	 ﾠindeed.”	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠreason	 ﾠis	 ﾠthat	 ﾠone	 ﾠarm	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠlot	 ﾠshorter	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
other.”	 ﾠ“Really?	 ﾠWhat	 ﾠa	 ﾠpity!”	 ﾠ“Brother,	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠwere	 ﾠyou	 ﾠabout	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay?”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“You	 ﾠwere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠones	 ﾠwho	 ﾠinsisted.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠbesides,	 ﾠI	 ﾠwanted	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay	 ﾠthat	 ﾠevery	 ﾠinstance	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
happiness	 ﾠconceals	 ﾠa	 ﾠwound	 ﾠwe	 ﾠcan’t	 ﾠsee.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠtalk	 ﾠabout	 ﾠour	 ﾠcountry,	 ﾠabout	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
misfortune…	 ﾠI	 ﾠthought,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠcan’t	 ﾠcreate	 ﾠanything	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠmutilated	 ﾠbeauty,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠone	 ﾠ
can	 ﾠmake	 ﾠa	 ﾠlife	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhas	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠmutilated,	 ﾠshattered,	 ﾠfull	 ﾠof	 ﾠsuffering	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnoblest	 ﾠ
treasure…”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Depending,”	 ﾠinterrupted	 ﾠSultanian.	 ﾠ“It	 ﾠdepends…	 ﾠlong	 ﾠdrawn	 ﾠout	 ﾠphysical	 ﾠtorment	 ﾠ
makes	 ﾠone	 ﾠdull	 ﾠand	 ﾠinsensitive.	 ﾠSuffering	 ﾠis	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠit	 ﾠnurtures	 ﾠcreative	 ﾠ
forces,	 ﾠflights	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspirit,	 ﾠa	 ﾠplenitude	 ﾠof	 ﾠbeing,	 ﾠall	 ﾠof	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠseek	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmeans	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
express	 ﾠthemselves.	 ﾠDante	 ﾠsticks	 ﾠout,	 ﾠright	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpeak	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠdark	 ﾠage.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠecho	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmost	 ﾠsavage	 ﾠepochs	 ﾠof	 ﾠItaly’s	 ﾠhistory.	 ﾠAn	 ﾠecho,	 ﾠand	 ﾠa	 ﾠjudge.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Yes,	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠhis	 ﾠparticular,	 ﾠpowerful,	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠunity	 ﾠwas	 ﾠindivisibly	 ﾠjoined	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
racial	 ﾠunity.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠwrathful	 ﾠjudge,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsupreme	 ﾠtraditions	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
race,”	 ﾠadded	 ﾠShushan.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
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 ﾠEzaki	 ﾠew	 ﾠanhaskanali	 ﾠbaṙer:	 ﾠa	 ﾠreference	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠzaum’	 ﾠ(“transrational”)	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠpoetry;	 ﾠ
cf.	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrecitation	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠexcerpt.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 65	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠleapt	 ﾠup	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠhis	 ﾠchair	 ﾠin	 ﾠprotest.	 ﾠ“Tradition!	 ﾠTradition!	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlove	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
gods,	 ﾠlet’s	 ﾠleave	 ﾠthose	 ﾠantiquated,	 ﾠworn	 ﾠout	 ﾠideas	 ﾠbehind,	 ﾠand	 ﾠput	 ﾠa	 ﾠstop	 ﾠto	 ﾠthis	 ﾠ
feeble	 ﾠold	 ﾠtalk	 ﾠof	 ﾠyours.	 ﾠLook	 ﾠaround	 ﾠus.	 ﾠLife’s	 ﾠrushing	 ﾠheadlong,	 ﾠspeeding	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
bullet	 ﾠbursting	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠgun,	 ﾠand	 ﾠyou	 ﾠmake	 ﾠspeeches	 ﾠabout	 ﾠtradition…	 ﾠBrother,	 ﾠit’s	 ﾠ
high	 ﾠtime	 ﾠto	 ﾠunderstand	 ﾠthat	 ﾠif	 ﾠwe’re	 ﾠstuck	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠpredicament	 ﾠtoday,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreason	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠwe	 ﾠwere	 ﾠeducated	 ﾠby	 ﾠa	 ﾠbunch	 ﾠof	 ﾠstupid	 ﾠparish	 ﾠpriests,	 ﾠand	 ﾠby	 ﾠsome	 ﾠcelibate	 ﾠ
ones	 ﾠno	 ﾠless	 ﾠstupid.	 ﾠAlways	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠtalk:	 ﾠour	 ﾠglorious	 ﾠpast,	 ﾠour	 ﾠvirtues,	 ﾠour	 ﾠ
Christianity,	 ﾠSahak-ﾭ‐Mesrop,110	 ﾠthe	 ﾠinvention	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠscript,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlamp	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Illuminator,111	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwisdom	 ﾠof	 ﾠour	 ﾠforefathers,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfig	 ﾠtree	 ﾠgrowing	 ﾠin	 ﾠour	 ﾠnative	 ﾠ
village,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyogurt	 ﾠgrandma	 ﾠused	 ﾠto	 ﾠmake…	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthe	 ﾠresults?	 ﾠThe	 ﾠresults	 ﾠare	 ﾠplain	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
see:	 ﾠour	 ﾠinability	 ﾠto	 ﾠcomprehend	 ﾠthe	 ﾠawful	 ﾠevents	 ﾠthat	 ﾠare	 ﾠcrushing	 ﾠus;	 ﾠthis	 ﾠcentury,	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠhas	 ﾠtaken	 ﾠup	 ﾠarms	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠus;	 ﾠhistory,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠis	 ﾠforging	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠshapes	 ﾠfor	 ﾠus.	 ﾠ
Why	 ﾠshould	 ﾠI	 ﾠhide	 ﾠit?	 ﾠOur	 ﾠwriters	 ﾠare	 ﾠmore	 ﾠresponsible	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthis	 ﾠincomprehension	 ﾠ
than	 ﾠanybody	 ﾠelse…”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Sultanian	 ﾠresponded,	 ﾠ“That’s	 ﾠit,	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠall	 ﾠheated	 ﾠup	 ﾠagain,	 ﾠKara.	 ﾠOf	 ﾠcourse	 ﾠyou’re	 ﾠ
partly	 ﾠright	 ﾠto	 ﾠblame	 ﾠour	 ﾠeducators.	 ﾠWe’re	 ﾠall	 ﾠin	 ﾠagreement	 ﾠthere,	 ﾠI	 ﾠthink.	 ﾠTo	 ﾠtalk	 ﾠ
about	 ﾠtradition	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠthose	 ﾠgentlemen	 ﾠdo	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠsign	 ﾠof	 ﾠmental	 ﾠtorpor	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
retardation,	 ﾠof	 ﾠmediocrity,	 ﾠa	 ﾠhackneyed	 ﾠway	 ﾠof	 ﾠthinking,	 ﾠand	 ﾠso	 ﾠon…”	 ﾠ“That’s	 ﾠjust	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
way	 ﾠit	 ﾠis…”	 ﾠ“They	 ﾠare	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠmen,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠalways	 ﾠsincere;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthey	 ﾠattempt	 ﾠto	 ﾠcover	 ﾠup	 ﾠ
their	 ﾠmediocrity	 ﾠbehind	 ﾠempty	 ﾠformulas.	 ﾠDoubtless,	 ﾠthose	 ﾠideas	 ﾠplayed	 ﾠa	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠ
role	 ﾠonce	 ﾠupon	 ﾠa	 ﾠtime,	 ﾠcreating	 ﾠthings	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠmemory	 ﾠis	 ﾠlost—	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠmean	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠthing	 ﾠanymore	 ﾠand	 ﾠI	 ﾠfind	 ﾠno	 ﾠecho	 ﾠof	 ﾠthem	 ﾠin	 ﾠmy	 ﾠown	 ﾠthoughts…	 ﾠIt’s	 ﾠas	 ﾠplain	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
day.”	 ﾠ“Bravo!”	 ﾠ“That’s	 ﾠhow	 ﾠit	 ﾠis.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠlet’s	 ﾠnot	 ﾠforget	 ﾠanother	 ﾠimportant	 ﾠfactor.	 ﾠ
Progress	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlives	 ﾠof	 ﾠnations,	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠhistory	 ﾠand	 ﾠthought,	 ﾠis	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠif	 ﾠnot	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
renewed	 ﾠreturn	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnative	 ﾠessence	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠrace,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthat	 ﾠpristine	 ﾠand	 ﾠlimpid	 ﾠsource	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠits	 ﾠcardinal	 ﾠvirtues	 ﾠsprang,	 ﾠon	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠits	 ﾠwill	 ﾠto	 ﾠexist	 ﾠis	 ﾠfounded,	 ﾠthose	 ﾠ
pure	 ﾠand	 ﾠprimordial	 ﾠenergies	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhave	 ﾠnurtured	 ﾠand	 ﾠjustified	 ﾠits	 ﾠexistence.	 ﾠFrom	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠpoint	 ﾠof	 ﾠview,	 ﾠevery	 ﾠgenuine	 ﾠrevolution	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠgoing	 ﾠback,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠ
superficially	 ﾠlabeled	 ﾠas	 ﾠtradition,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠto	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠshaped	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠnature	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
race,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠroot	 ﾠcause	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠbirth.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Primordial	 ﾠnakedness.”	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠknow	 ﾠwhether	 ﾠI	 ﾠcan	 ﾠexplain	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠI	 ﾠmean…	 ﾠThe	 ﾠreal	 ﾠ
revolution	 ﾠis	 ﾠaccomplished	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠa	 ﾠrace	 ﾠrediscovers	 ﾠits	 ﾠown	 ﾠeyes,	 ﾠshining,	 ﾠ
illuminated	 ﾠby	 ﾠinnocence—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠthat	 ﾠcan	 ﾠdiscern	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠindispensable	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
light	 ﾠof	 ﾠeternity	 ﾠand	 ﾠthen	 ﾠfashion	 ﾠthat	 ﾠnecessary	 ﾠthing	 ﾠinto	 ﾠhuman,	 ﾠpurely	 ﾠhuman,	 ﾠ
values.	 ﾠReality	 ﾠexists	 ﾠin	 ﾠepochs.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠjuxtaposition	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpast	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresent.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠsupreme	 ﾠunity	 ﾠof	 ﾠlife	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwe	 ﾠare	 ﾠcultivating	 ﾠanew,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠway	 ﾠa	 ﾠsower’s	 ﾠgrand,	 ﾠ
simple	 ﾠgesture	 ﾠby	 ﾠits	 ﾠpower	 ﾠcultivates	 ﾠa	 ﾠfurrowed	 ﾠfield.”	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ
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 ﾠCatholicos	 ﾠSahak	 ﾠand	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠMesrop	 ﾠMaštoc‘	 ﾠinvented	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠalphabet	 ﾠearly	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfifth	 ﾠ
century.	 ﾠ
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 ﾠAlthough	 ﾠhe	 ﾠuses	 ﾠfor	 ﾠlamp	 ﾠthe	 ﾠword	 ﾠčrag,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠprobably	 ﾠhas	 ﾠin	 ﾠmind	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpatriotic	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠ
Lusaworč‘i	 ﾠkant‘ełǝ	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠlamp	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠIlluminator”	 ﾠby	 ﾠYovhannēs	 ﾠT‘umanean.	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠGregory	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Illuminator	 ﾠconverted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠto	 ﾠChristianity	 ﾠearly	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfourth	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠAD	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠdate	 ﾠof	 ﾠ301	 ﾠ
has	 ﾠgained	 ﾠofficial,	 ﾠif	 ﾠnot	 ﾠscholarly,	 ﾠacceptance);	 ﾠand	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠhas	 ﾠalways	 ﾠregarded	 ﾠitself	 ﾠtherefore	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠChristian	 ﾠnation.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 66	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
This	 ﾠtalk	 ﾠreminded	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠof	 ﾠMark,	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠmet	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenia.	 ﾠIf	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwere	 ﾠhere	 ﾠ
now,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠthought,	 ﾠhe’d	 ﾠsay	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpiece,	 ﾠtoo.	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠknow.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠArmenia…”	 ﾠBut	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠunable	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
finish.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
For	 ﾠeveryone	 ﾠhad	 ﾠturned	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠheads	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠnearby	 ﾠtable.	 ﾠA	 ﾠsquat	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠman	 ﾠwith	 ﾠeyes	 ﾠ
bulging	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠfrog’s	 ﾠand	 ﾠarms	 ﾠflailing	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠwindmill,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠdeclaiming	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠat	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠtop	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlungs	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠlanguage.	 ﾠHis	 ﾠmouth	 ﾠwas	 ﾠtwisted	 ﾠstrangely,	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠemerged	 ﾠsounded	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmeowing	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠcat.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠhissed	 ﾠand	 ﾠroared	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
wind,	 ﾠthen	 ﾠchirped	 ﾠlike	 ﾠsome	 ﾠsongbird	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠunknown	 ﾠtropical	 ﾠforest,	 ﾠclucked	 ﾠlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
hen,	 ﾠcackled,	 ﾠgrowled.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠmost	 ﾠanimated.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠckutched	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhands	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbreast,	 ﾠ
rolled	 ﾠhis	 ﾠeyes,	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbody	 ﾠcontorted,	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlips	 ﾠdistended	 ﾠlike	 ﾠrubber,	 ﾠexpressing	 ﾠsome	 ﾠ
inner	 ﾠagitation	 ﾠor	 ﾠgrief	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠwhistle.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“What’s	 ﾠall	 ﾠthat	 ﾠabout?”	 ﾠexclaimed	 ﾠHerian	 ﾠin	 ﾠastonishment.	 ﾠ“Is	 ﾠhe	 ﾠsick,	 ﾠor	 ﾠwhat?”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“No,”	 ﾠreplied	 ﾠKara	 ﾠgravely,	 ﾠ“He’s	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠwho	 ﾠbelongs	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠgroup	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠ
40	 ﾠDegrees…	 ﾠThat	 ﾠfellow,	 ﾠa	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠof	 ﾠmine,	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠingenious	 ﾠinventor	 ﾠof	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
international	 ﾠphonetic	 ﾠlanguage.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠis	 ﾠreciting	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠentitled	 ﾠ‘A	 ﾠmother’s	 ﾠ
lament	 ﾠover	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgrave	 ﾠof	 ﾠher	 ﾠchild’.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠbeautiful	 ﾠand	 ﾠimpressive	 ﾠlyric.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠhas	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
say	 ﾠthat	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠgenuine	 ﾠrevolution	 ﾠin	 ﾠits	 ﾠmanner	 ﾠof	 ﾠform	 ﾠand	 ﾠexpression.”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Just	 ﾠthe	 ﾠthing,”	 ﾠcried	 ﾠShushan,	 ﾠturning	 ﾠto	 ﾠSultanian,	 ﾠ“Precisely	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreturn	 ﾠyou	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
just	 ﾠpreaching.”	 ﾠ“To	 ﾠthe	 ﾠage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwild	 ﾠbeasts!”	 ﾠEverybody	 ﾠlaughed.	 ﾠ“It	 ﾠjust	 ﾠshows,”	 ﾠ
replied	 ﾠSultanian	 ﾠevenly,	 ﾠ“That	 ﾠone	 ﾠcan	 ﾠmake	 ﾠfoolishness	 ﾠof	 ﾠevery	 ﾠtruth…	 ﾠI	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
talking	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprimordial	 ﾠspirit	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠrace,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspiritual	 ﾠflight	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠepoch	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
birth,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠabout	 ﾠcrawling	 ﾠaround	 ﾠon	 ﾠall	 ﾠfours…”	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
“Let’s	 ﾠnot	 ﾠget	 ﾠstarted	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠargument	 ﾠagain,”	 ﾠinterrupted	 ﾠPeronian.	 ﾠ“Time	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
passing.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠhave	 ﾠa	 ﾠthousand	 ﾠand	 ﾠone	 ﾠthings	 ﾠto	 ﾠdo,	 ﾠand	 ﾠanyhow,	 ﾠwe	 ﾠneed	 ﾠto	 ﾠget	 ﾠ





Excursus	 ﾠon	 ﾠvisual	 ﾠlanguage.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠ“transrational”	 ﾠ(Rus.	 ﾠzaum’)	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists	 ﾠrepresented	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
attempt	 ﾠto	 ﾠbreak	 ﾠor	 ﾠtranscend	 ﾠthe	 ﾠconvention	 ﾠwhereby	 ﾠa	 ﾠword	 ﾠis	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠsignifier	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
relates	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠsingle	 ﾠand	 ﾠlinear	 ﾠway	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsignified	 ﾠ(the	 ﾠword	 ﾠ“chair”	 ﾠpoints	 ﾠstraight	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠchair	 ﾠand	 ﾠto	 ﾠnothing	 ﾠelse).	 ﾠIt	 ﾠproposed	 ﾠan	 ﾠarray	 ﾠof	 ﾠpossible	 ﾠassociations—	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
meanings	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠword	 ﾠand	 ﾠnew	 ﾠrealities	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfield	 ﾠof	 ﾠperception.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠway	 ﾠit	 ﾠdid	 ﾠso	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠmost	 ﾠoften	 ﾠby	 ﾠemphasizing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsound	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠword	 ﾠrather	 ﾠthan	 ﾠits	 ﾠassigned	 ﾠ
meaning.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠsome	 ﾠcases	 ﾠthe	 ﾠintention	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠdispense	 ﾠwith	 ﾠany	 ﾠsemantic	 ﾠfeature—	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠproduce	 ﾠa	 ﾠtext	 ﾠof	 ﾠunfamiliar,	 ﾠarchaic	 ﾠwords,	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlike;	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
words	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠkind	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠin	 ﾠreligious	 ﾠecstatic	 ﾠstates	 ﾠuse	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠspeaking	 ﾠin	 ﾠtongues	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 67	 ﾠ
(glossolalia);	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠonomatopoetry	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld	 ﾠaround	 ﾠus,	 ﾠwhether	 ﾠ
natural	 ﾠor	 ﾠmechanical;	 ﾠor	 ﾠnonsense	 ﾠwords.	 ﾠRimbaud	 ﾠhad	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠderangement	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsenses,	 ﾠand	 ﾠone	 ﾠway	 ﾠto	 ﾠachieve	 ﾠthis	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlevel	 ﾠof	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠuse	 ﾠsound	 ﾠ
patterns	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwere	 ﾠfelt	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠunusual	 ﾠand	 ﾠexotic	 ﾠwith	 ﾠrespect	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
writer.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcase	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠone	 ﾠmight	 ﾠfind	 ﾠfrequent	 ﾠuse	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrare	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠf	 ﾠ	 ﾠ(cf.	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠcrypto-ﾭ‐Persianate	 ﾠwords	 ﾠinvented	 ﾠby	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsyllable	 ﾠfar)	 ﾠand	 ﾠō.	 ﾠ
One	 ﾠmight	 ﾠuse	 ﾠof	 ﾠrhyming,	 ﾠsingsong	 ﾠpatterns	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠproportion	 ﾠof	 ﾠopen	 ﾠvowels,	 ﾠ
in	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmanner	 ﾠof	 ﾠchildren’s	 ﾠchants.	 ﾠAt	 ﾠother	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠword,	 ﾠby	 ﾠvirtue	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
formal,	 ﾠphonetic	 ﾠrelationship	 ﾠto	 ﾠknown	 ﾠwords	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader’s	 ﾠlanguage,	 ﾠmight	 ﾠcall	 ﾠup	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠfew	 ﾠor	 ﾠmany	 ﾠdiverse	 ﾠsubliminal	 ﾠassociations.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠassociations	 ﾠwere	 ﾠof	 ﾠnecessity	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠa	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠextent	 ﾠarbitrary,	 ﾠdependent	 ﾠupon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠreader’s	 ﾠperception—	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
own	 ﾠstock	 ﾠof	 ﾠimaginative	 ﾠassociations,	 ﾠaesthetic	 ﾠsensibilities,	 ﾠaural	 ﾠexperiences,	 ﾠlife	 ﾠ
background,	 ﾠand	 ﾠso	 ﾠon.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠwas	 ﾠleft	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠto	 ﾠdecide	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor	 ﾠmeant,	 ﾠif	 ﾠ
indeed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠintended	 ﾠany	 ﾠparticular,	 ﾠdefinable	 ﾠmeaning	 ﾠto	 ﾠstart	 ﾠwith.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠmuses	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmanifesto	 ﾠArewelk‘ǝ	 ﾠibrew	 ﾠałbiwr	 ﾠnor	 ﾠgełaruesti	 ﾠew	 ﾠ
stełcagorcut‘ean	 ﾠ(Hin	 ﾠgoynerǝ	 ﾠnor	 ﾠp‘ayli	 ﾠtak)	 ﾠ(“The	 ﾠEast	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠsource	 ﾠof	 ﾠnew	 ﾠfine	 ﾠart	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠcreativity—	 ﾠOld	 ﾠcolors	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠnew	 ﾠshine”),	 ﾠtranslated	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠalthough	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
invented	 ﾠword	 ﾠdublakh	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠappear	 ﾠin	 ﾠany	 ﾠdictionary,	 ﾠevery	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠTatar,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠMongol	 ﾠreading	 ﾠit	 ﾠwill	 ﾠintuitively	 ﾠfeel	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠmeaning.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor	 ﾠmade	 ﾠup	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠtext	 ﾠand	 ﾠassigned	 ﾠits	 ﾠsounds,	 ﾠperhaps	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠpersonal	 ﾠand	 ﾠunexpressed	 ﾠsense	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠit	 ﾠall	 ﾠmeant	 ﾠto	 ﾠhim.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠonce	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext	 ﾠleft	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpresses,	 ﾠthat	 ﾠtext	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠentirely	 ﾠ
dependent	 ﾠfor	 ﾠits	 ﾠsemantics,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠnot	 ﾠits	 ﾠsound,	 ﾠupon	 ﾠeach	 ﾠindividual	 ﾠreader.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠsense,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠreally	 ﾠdid	 ﾠbecome	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠno	 ﾠlonger	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpassive	 ﾠ
recipient	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠmessage,	 ﾠwhether	 ﾠa	 ﾠcareful	 ﾠreader	 ﾠor	 ﾠa	 ﾠhasty	 ﾠone.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠhad	 ﾠto	 ﾠmake	 ﾠup	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠmessage	 ﾠhimself.	 ﾠI	 ﾠstress	 ﾠthis	 ﾠbecause	 ﾠthe	 ﾠauthor	 ﾠtransferred	 ﾠthereby	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
reader	 ﾠthe	 ﾠquality	 ﾠof	 ﾠagency,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠresponsibility	 ﾠto	 ﾠact.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ But	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠelse	 ﾠa	 ﾠvisual	 ﾠtext	 ﾠcan	 ﾠdo	 ﾠthat	 ﾠauditory	 ﾠconventional	 ﾠ
language	 ﾠand	 ﾠzaum’	 ﾠcannot:	 ﾠit	 ﾠcan	 ﾠalter	 ﾠits	 ﾠshape,	 ﾠpattern,	 ﾠsize,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdirection.	 ﾠAll	 ﾠ
spoken	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠis	 ﾠlinear	 ﾠand	 ﾠtemporal:	 ﾠa	 ﾠspeech	 ﾠact,	 ﾠno	 ﾠmatter	 ﾠhow	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
pitch	 ﾠor	 ﾠvaried	 ﾠin	 ﾠloudness	 ﾠit	 ﾠmay	 ﾠbe,	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠbeginning	 ﾠand	 ﾠan	 ﾠend,	 ﾠand	 ﾠtakes	 ﾠtime.	 ﾠSo,	 ﾠ
does	 ﾠa	 ﾠsubstantial	 ﾠ19th-ﾭ‐century	 ﾠnovel,	 ﾠin	 ﾠone	 ﾠstandard	 ﾠtypeface	 ﾠwith	 ﾠconventional	 ﾠ
punctuation,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlines	 ﾠmarching	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠleft	 ﾠto	 ﾠright	 ﾠand	 ﾠdescending	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpage,	 ﾠmoving	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnext,	 ﾠand	 ﾠso	 ﾠon	 ﾠtill	 ﾠafter	 ﾠmany	 ﾠa	 ﾠsummer	 ﾠdies	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠof	 ﾠWar	 ﾠand	 ﾠPeace	 ﾠor	 ﾠ
Bleak	 ﾠHouse.	 ﾠA	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠtext	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠdo	 ﾠthis:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsizes	 ﾠand	 ﾠfonts	 ﾠof	 ﾠprinted	 ﾠletters	 ﾠ
change,	 ﾠin	 ﾠdefiance	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrules	 ﾠof	 ﾠorthography;	 ﾠand	 ﾠsometimes	 ﾠthe	 ﾠletters	 ﾠdo	 ﾠ
somersaults	 ﾠor	 ﾠlie	 ﾠdown	 ﾠon	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsides.112	 ﾠThey	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠsequential;	 ﾠthey	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
synchronous.	 ﾠLines	 ﾠbreak	 ﾠrank;	 ﾠand	 ﾠoften	 ﾠan	 ﾠillustration,	 ﾠwhether	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠCubist	 ﾠ
woodcut	 ﾠor	 ﾠa	 ﾠwallpaper	 ﾠpattern	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbackground	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpage,	 ﾠmerges	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext.	 ﾠ
In	 ﾠ1914-ﾭ‐1916,	 ﾠCarlo	 ﾠCarrà	 ﾠand	 ﾠPaolo	 ﾠBuzzi	 ﾠproduced	 ﾠcentrifugal,	 ﾠsunburst-ﾭ‐like	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
112	 ﾠJeffrey	 ﾠSchnapp	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠessay	 ﾠin	 ﾠGreene,	 ﾠed.,	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠop.	 ﾠcit.,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ156f.,	 ﾠnotes	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠ
writer	 ﾠto	 ﾠuse	 ﾠintentional	 ﾠtypographical	 ﾠexperimentation	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠsort	 ﾠof	 ﾠabsurdist,	 ﾠproto-ﾭ‐Futurist	 ﾠkind	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠthe	 ﾠEnglish	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠLawrence	 ﾠSterne	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠTristram	 ﾠShandy	 ﾠ(1760),	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠthe	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠ
Futurists	 ﾠesteemed.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 68	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠcompel	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠto	 ﾠturn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpage	 ﾠaround,	 ﾠto	 ﾠarrange	 ﾠthe	 ﾠorder	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdifferent	 ﾠ
words	 ﾠand	 ﾠsentences	 ﾠas	 ﾠhe	 ﾠpleases.113	 ﾠYou	 ﾠcan	 ﾠinterpret	 ﾠa	 ﾠpicture	 ﾠbut	 ﾠyou	 ﾠcannot	 ﾠ
read	 ﾠit	 ﾠout	 ﾠloud:	 ﾠit	 ﾠimposes	 ﾠa	 ﾠsilence.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠimportant	 ﾠpoint	 ﾠto	 ﾠstress	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠis	 ﾠthat	 ﾠ
this	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoint	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext	 ﾠbreaks	 ﾠaway	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠsound	 ﾠaltogether,	 ﾠand,	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠway,	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠtime	 ﾠalso.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠmight	 ﾠarbitrarily	 ﾠinterpret	 ﾠlarge	 ﾠletters	 ﾠas	 ﾠloud	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
small	 ﾠletters	 ﾠas	 ﾠfainter	 ﾠones,	 ﾠmaking	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext	 ﾠa	 ﾠsort	 ﾠof	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠscore;	 ﾠand	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠ
Constructivists	 ﾠbegan	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1920s	 ﾠto	 ﾠexperiment	 ﾠwith	 ﾠalternative	 ﾠforms	 ﾠof	 ﾠmusical	 ﾠ
notation.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwest,	 ﾠJohn	 ﾠCage	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠcomposers	 ﾠperformed	 ﾠsimilar	 ﾠgraphic	 ﾠ
experiments.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
However	 ﾠpurely	 ﾠvisual	 ﾠelements	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠpicture,	 ﾠa	 ﾠleafy	 ﾠpattern	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠart,	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
unknown	 ﾠgraphic	 ﾠsymbol,	 ﾠetc.,	 ﾠare	 ﾠscarcely	 ﾠsusceptible	 ﾠto	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠa	 ﾠreading.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
phonetic	 ﾠsignature	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext	 ﾠbecomes,	 ﾠthen,	 ﾠsilence;	 ﾠor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmerging	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠclamor	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
many	 ﾠFuturist	 ﾠvoices	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpage	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlarge	 ﾠsilence	 ﾠof	 ﾠvisual	 ﾠcomposition.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠand	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠFuturists,	 ﾠreturning	 ﾠto	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠthey	 ﾠsaw	 ﾠas	 ﾠpure	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
atavistic	 ﾠsprings	 ﾠof	 ﾠsound	 ﾠand	 ﾠfeeling	 ﾠunchained	 ﾠby	 ﾠconvention,	 ﾠdrew	 ﾠupon	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠ
spells,	 ﾠancient	 ﾠmyths,	 ﾠand	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠtexts.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsound	 ﾠof	 ﾠthese	 ﾠis	 ﾠclear	 ﾠenough;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠ
what	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠshape,	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠsilent	 ﾠlanguage?	 ﾠOne	 ﾠplace	 ﾠto	 ﾠstart	 ﾠis	 ﾠnon-ﾭ‐alphabetic	 ﾠsigns	 ﾠ
such	 ﾠas	 ﾠhieroglyphs.	 ﾠEgyptian,	 ﾠMayan,	 ﾠand	 ﾠChinese	 ﾠgenerally	 ﾠhave	 ﾠthree	 ﾠ
components:	 ﾠideographic,	 ﾠphonetic,	 ﾠand	 ﾠdeterminative.	 ﾠAlthough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠphonetic	 ﾠ
aspect	 ﾠis	 ﾠimportant,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠobservations	 ﾠof	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠS.	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠessay	 ﾠ
“Hieroglyphic	 ﾠSilence”	 ﾠare	 ﾠstill	 ﾠof	 ﾠinterest:	 ﾠ“No	 ﾠmatter	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠspoken	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠ
may	 ﾠbe,	 ﾠyou	 ﾠcan	 ﾠread	 ﾠhieroglyphs,	 ﾠa	 ﾠpicture	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠchair	 ﾠor	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠhave	 ﾠyou;	 ﾠmakes	 ﾠno	 ﾠ
difference	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠyou	 ﾠcall	 ﾠit,	 ﾠright?	 ﾠYou	 ﾠdon’t	 ﾠneed	 ﾠsubvocal	 ﾠspeech	 ﾠto	 ﾠregister	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
meaning	 ﾠof	 ﾠhieroglyphs.	 ﾠLearning	 ﾠa	 ﾠhieroglyphic	 ﾠlanguage	 ﾠis	 ﾠexcellent	 ﾠpractice	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
lost	 ﾠart	 ﾠof	 ﾠinner	 ﾠsilence…	 ﾠWhat	 ﾠkeeps	 ﾠyou	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠseeing	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠin	 ﾠfront	 ﾠof	 ﾠyou?	 ﾠWords	 ﾠ
for	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠin	 ﾠfront	 ﾠof	 ﾠyou,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠare	 ﾠnot	 ﾠwhat	 ﾠis	 ﾠthere.”	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠhe	 ﾠpresents	 ﾠan	 ﾠEgyptian	 ﾠ
hieroglyphic	 ﾠtext	 ﾠwritten	 ﾠin	 ﾠmultiple	 ﾠdirections	 ﾠon	 ﾠa	 ﾠpage	 ﾠbroken	 ﾠup	 ﾠby	 ﾠfloor	 ﾠplan-ﾭ‐
like	 ﾠdrawings	 ﾠinto	 ﾠquadrants,114	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠcan	 ﾠbe	 ﾠread,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠnot	 ﾠsounded.	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
his	 ﾠcompanion	 ﾠBrion	 ﾠGysin	 ﾠexperimented	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠpaintings	 ﾠwith	 ﾠboth	 ﾠgrids	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
compositions	 ﾠwith	 ﾠlines	 ﾠradiating	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠcenter,	 ﾠusually	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfour	 ﾠcardinal	 ﾠ
directions.115	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
William	 ﾠS.	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠwas	 ﾠinterested	 ﾠalso	 ﾠin	 ﾠMayan	 ﾠglyphs.	 ﾠThese	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
sometimes	 ﾠwritten	 ﾠin	 ﾠpatterns	 ﾠwhere	 ﾠ“a	 ﾠcentrally	 ﾠembedded	 ﾠperspectival	 ﾠview	 ﾠscans	 ﾠ
simultaneously	 ﾠin	 ﾠmultiple	 ﾠradial	 ﾠdirections”—	 ﾠa	 ﾠtype	 ﾠthat,	 ﾠas	 ﾠwe	 ﾠshall	 ﾠsee	 ﾠpresently,	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠfound	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠmanuscripts,	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthough	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠalphabet	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ
113	 ﾠSee	 ﾠGreene,	 ﾠed.,	 ﾠItalian	 ﾠFuturism,	 ﾠop.	 ﾠcit.,	 ﾠillustrations	 ﾠon	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ162-ﾭ‐163.	 ﾠ
114	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠS.	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠand	 ﾠBrion	 ﾠGysin,	 ﾠThe	 ﾠThird	 ﾠMind,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠViking,	 ﾠ1978:	 ﾠ“Hieroglyphic	 ﾠ
Silence,”	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ186-ﾭ‐187;	 ﾠfigure	 ﾠon	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ188:	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere.	 ﾠ
115	 ﾠSee	 ﾠBrion	 ﾠGysin,	 ﾠDream	 ﾠMachine,	 ﾠcatalogue	 ﾠfor	 ﾠan	 ﾠexhibition	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNew	 ﾠMuseum,	 ﾠMerrell:	 ﾠLondon,	 ﾠ
2010,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ126.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 69	 ﾠ
script	 ﾠas	 ﾠsuch	 ﾠdoes	 ﾠnot	 ﾠlend	 ﾠitself	 ﾠto	 ﾠthis	 ﾠgraphic	 ﾠstrategy.116	 ﾠClose	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
life,	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1944,	 ﾠKandinsky	 ﾠstarted	 ﾠa	 ﾠwatercolor	 ﾠof	 ﾠlarge,	 ﾠvariously	 ﾠdistributed	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
vaguely	 ﾠhieroglyphic	 ﾠshapes;	 ﾠin	 ﾠone	 ﾠcorner	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠ“text”	 ﾠ(successive	 ﾠhorizontal	 ﾠlines	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
left-ﾭ‐to-ﾭ‐right	 ﾠcharacters)	 ﾠof	 ﾠsmaller,	 ﾠsimilar	 ﾠshapes	 ﾠinspired	 ﾠby	 ﾠRapanui	 ﾠrongorongo	 ﾠ
script.	 ﾠ	 ﾠThe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠhas	 ﾠan	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠadvantage	 ﾠover	 ﾠEgyptian	 ﾠif	 ﾠone’s	 ﾠaim	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠrelease	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠreader	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠverbal	 ﾠand	 ﾠphonetic	 ﾠpatterns,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠit	 ﾠhas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠdeciphered.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠtitle	 ﾠof	 ﾠVasilii	 ﾠKamensky’s	 ﾠZheleznobetonnaya	 ﾠpoema	 ﾠsolntse	 ﾠ(lubok)	 ﾠ
(“Ferroconcrete	 ﾠpoema,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSun	 ﾠ(woodcut)”),	 ﾠ1917,	 ﾠmakes	 ﾠmultiple	 ﾠstatements:	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
Futuristic,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠindustrial,	 ﾠurban	 ﾠreference	 ﾠto	 ﾠreinforced	 ﾠconcrete;	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠspatial	 ﾠ
map,	 ﾠsince	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠovertly	 ﾠrelated	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠother	 ﾠferroconcrete	 ﾠpoem,	 ﾠTiflis;	 ﾠit	 ﾠclaims	 ﾠan	 ﾠ
old	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠfolk	 ﾠpedigree	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠlubok-ﾭ‐woodcut;	 ﾠand	 ﾠit	 ﾠdeclares	 ﾠitself	 ﾠa	 ﾠpoema,	 ﾠa	 ﾠverse	 ﾠ
composition	 ﾠof	 ﾠsignificant	 ﾠlength	 ﾠand	 ﾠhigh	 ﾠseriousness	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheme.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠcomposition	 ﾠ
has	 ﾠa	 ﾠradiant	 ﾠsun	 ﾠwith	 ﾠan	 ﾠeye	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcenter	 ﾠ(called	 ﾠ“the	 ﾠface	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGENIUS”),	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
planet,	 ﾠMoon,	 ﾠand	 ﾠstar	 ﾠaround	 ﾠit.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠand	 ﾠzaum’	 ﾠtext	 ﾠmeanders	 ﾠaround	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
along	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlines	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdrawings.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsun	 ﾠhas	 ﾠfour	 ﾠprincipal	 ﾠrays	 ﾠin	 ﾠcruciform	 ﾠshape	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠdivide	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtext/picture	 ﾠinto	 ﾠquadrants;	 ﾠand	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnatural	 ﾠtendency	 ﾠto	 ﾠread	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠleft	 ﾠto	 ﾠright	 ﾠone	 ﾠstarts	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlarge	 ﾠletter	 ﾠYu,	 ﾠexpecting	 ﾠit	 ﾠto	 ﾠstand	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
Yug,	 ﾠ“South”,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠZ,	 ﾠS,	 ﾠand	 ﾠV	 ﾠof	 ﾠzapad,	 ﾠsever,	 ﾠand	 ﾠvostok	 ﾠto	 ﾠfollow;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother	 ﾠ
“cardinal	 ﾠdirections”	 ﾠare	 ﾠmarked	 ﾠwith	 ﾠvowels,	 ﾠA,	 ﾠO,	 ﾠand	 ﾠE,	 ﾠforcing	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader	 ﾠto	 ﾠmake	 ﾠ
vocalic	 ﾠsounds	 ﾠinstead	 ﾠof	 ﾠreading	 ﾠconsonantal	 ﾠabbreviations.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠchief	 ﾠeffect	 ﾠof	 ﾠthis	 ﾠ
division	 ﾠinto	 ﾠfour	 ﾠimplied	 ﾠdirections,	 ﾠtogether	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcircular	 ﾠaspect	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcentral	 ﾠ
figure	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoema,	 ﾠis	 ﾠto	 ﾠforce	 ﾠthe	 ﾠreader/viewer	 ﾠto	 ﾠrotate	 ﾠit	 ﾠin	 ﾠorder	 ﾠfully	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
observe	 ﾠit	 ﾠand	 ﾠread	 ﾠit.	 ﾠThat	 ﾠis,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠmust	 ﾠmove	 ﾠthe	 ﾠobject,	 ﾠor	 ﾠmove	 ﾠhimself,	 ﾠor	 ﾠmaybe	 ﾠ
both.	 ﾠMovement	 ﾠthus	 ﾠbecomes	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠact	 ﾠof	 ﾠreading.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Two	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠmanuscript	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠVenice,	 ﾠillustrated	 ﾠhere,	 ﾠare	 ﾠ
arranged	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠway	 ﾠas	 ﾠKamensky's	 ﾠcomposition,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠboth	 ﾠare	 ﾠnearly	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
century	 ﾠolder	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠleast.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠboth	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠcentral,	 ﾠcircular	 ﾠportion	 ﾠwith	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠ
incantatory	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠand	 ﾠprayers	 ﾠboth	 ﾠsurrounding	 ﾠand	 ﾠradiating	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠit.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠ
manuscript,117	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠare	 ﾠdivided	 ﾠinto	 ﾠquadrants,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠare	 ﾠsubdivided	 ﾠinto	 ﾠ
triangles.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠorder	 ﾠto	 ﾠread	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtexts,	 ﾠone	 ﾠmust	 ﾠrotate	 ﾠit	 ﾠclockwise,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠalso	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
direction	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcentral	 ﾠcircle.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠwithin	 ﾠeach	 ﾠquadrant,	 ﾠ
however,	 ﾠproceed	 ﾠcounter-ﾭ‐clockwise.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠopposite	 ﾠrotations	 ﾠare	 ﾠrequired,	 ﾠin	 ﾠfour	 ﾠ
series—	 ﾠrather	 ﾠlike	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwheels	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdivine	 ﾠthrone	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchariot	 ﾠvision	 ﾠof	 ﾠEzekiel!	 ﾠ
All	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠmanuscript	 ﾠare	 ﾠin	 ﾠstandard	 ﾠClassical	 ﾠArmenian,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwhole	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
evidently	 ﾠa	 ﾠnocturnal	 ﾠtalisman:	 ﾠCh.	 ﾠ12	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNarek,	 ﾠrecited	 ﾠas	 ﾠan	 ﾠevening	 ﾠprayer	 ﾠfor	 ﾠ
protection	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhome;	 ﾠCh.	 ﾠ41	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNarek;	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcredal	 ﾠprayer	 ﾠ“I	 ﾠconfess	 ﾠin	 ﾠfaith”	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
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116	 ﾠSee	 ﾠJavier	 ﾠUrcid,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠwritten	 ﾠsurface	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠcultural	 ﾠcode,”	 ﾠin	 ﾠE.H.	 ﾠBoone	 ﾠand	 ﾠG.	 ﾠUrton,	 ﾠeds.,	 ﾠTheir	 ﾠ
Way	 ﾠof	 ﾠWriting:	 ﾠScripts,	 ﾠSigns,	 ﾠand	 ﾠPictographics	 ﾠin	 ﾠPre-ﾭ‐Columbian	 ﾠAmerica,	 ﾠWashington,	 ﾠDC:	 ﾠ
Dumbarton	 ﾠOaks,	 ﾠ2011,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ115,	 ﾠdiscussion	 ﾠof	 ﾠfig.	 ﾠ6.3.	 ﾠ
117	 ﾠPublished	 ﾠby	 ﾠFrédéric	 ﾠFeydit,	 ﾠAmulettes	 ﾠde	 ﾠl’Arménie	 ﾠChrétienne,	 ﾠVenice:	 ﾠS.	 ﾠLazare,	 ﾠ1986,	 ﾠMS	 ﾠXXIV	 ﾠ
(Venice	 ﾠ3064),	 ﾠdescribed	 ﾠon	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ70.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠowner	 ﾠwas	 ﾠone	 ﾠXaspik‘an,	 ﾠprobably	 ﾠa	 ﾠform	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArabo-ﾭ‐
Turco-ﾭ‐Persian	 ﾠname	 ﾠXasbēg,	 ﾠ“Noble	 ﾠlord”,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠis	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠattested	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmid-ﾭ‐14th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠ(see	 ﾠH.	 ﾠ
Ačaṙean,	 ﾠHayoc‘	 ﾠanjnanunneri	 ﾠbaṙaran	 ﾠ“Dictionary	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠproper	 ﾠnames”),	 ﾠrepr.	 ﾠBeirut:	 ﾠSevan,	 ﾠ
1972,	 ﾠvol.	 ﾠ2,	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ500).	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 70	 ﾠ
St.	 ﾠNersēs	 ﾠŠnorhali;	 ﾠa	 ﾠprayer	 ﾠof	 ﾠYovhannēs	 ﾠGaṙnec‘i	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠnocturnal	 ﾠterrors	 ﾠ(i.e.,	 ﾠ
nightmares:	 ﾠarhawirk‘	 ﾠgišeroy);	 ﾠother	 ﾠprayers	 ﾠto	 ﾠward	 ﾠoff	 ﾠdemons;	 ﾠa	 ﾠprayer	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠ
headaches;	 ﾠetc.118	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
In	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsecond	 ﾠmanuscript,	 ﾠan	 ﾠundated	 ﾠand	 ﾠuncatalogued	 ﾠmagical	 ﾠcompendium	 ﾠat	 ﾠS.	 ﾠ
Lazzaro,	 ﾠVenice,	 ﾠphotographed	 ﾠby	 ﾠRachel	 ﾠGoshgarian,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtexts	 ﾠradiate	 ﾠin	 ﾠscythe-ﾭ‐like	 ﾠ
patterns,	 ﾠrecalling	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ“eternity”	 ﾠsymbol	 ﾠemployed	 ﾠin	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠChristian	 ﾠart.	 ﾠThis	 ﾠ
manuscript	 ﾠwas	 ﾠmade,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠfor	 ﾠpurely	 ﾠorthodox	 ﾠprayer,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠfor	 ﾠmagic:	 ﾠit	 ﾠcontains	 ﾠ
voces	 ﾠmysticae,	 ﾠpseudo-ﾭ‐magic	 ﾠsquares	 ﾠwith	 ﾠboth	 ﾠArabic	 ﾠnumbers	 ﾠand	 ﾠother	 ﾠsymbols,	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠa	 ﾠvariety	 ﾠof	 ﾠesoteric	 ﾠsigns.	 ﾠSome	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlatter	 ﾠare	 ﾠastrological,	 ﾠwhile	 ﾠothers	 ﾠdo	 ﾠ
not	 ﾠbelong	 ﾠto	 ﾠany	 ﾠknown	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠsystem.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠcomposition	 ﾠthereby	 ﾠin	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠways	 ﾠ
anticipates	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmultiple	 ﾠstrategies	 ﾠof	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠemployed	 ﾠby	 ﾠthe	 ﾠFuturists.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠ
one	 ﾠrecalls	 ﾠhere	 ﾠGurdjieff's	 ﾠclaim,	 ﾠnoted	 ﾠabove,	 ﾠto	 ﾠhave	 ﾠseen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfour-ﾭ‐directional	 ﾠtext	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmystical	 ﾠImastuns!	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Kara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠused	 ﾠto	 ﾠstand	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠcinema	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠpostcard	 ﾠtexts.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠ
intriguing	 ﾠto	 ﾠconsider	 ﾠthat	 ﾠa	 ﾠpostcard	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠtext	 ﾠintended	 ﾠto	 ﾠmove—	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠsent	 ﾠ
through	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmails.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠopen	 ﾠtext,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠunlike	 ﾠa	 ﾠletter	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠsealed	 ﾠenvelope	 ﾠor	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
book	 ﾠbetween	 ﾠcovers.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠinside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbuilding,	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš'	 ﾠfellow	 ﾠcitizens	 ﾠof	 ﾠTiflis	 ﾠ
were	 ﾠbecoming,	 ﾠwhether	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠfully	 ﾠaware	 ﾠof	 ﾠit	 ﾠor	 ﾠnot,	 ﾠreaders	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠwholly	 ﾠnew	 ﾠ
kind	 ﾠof	 ﾠtext,	 ﾠtoo:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmoving	 ﾠpicture.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmodern,	 ﾠurban	 ﾠenvironment	 ﾠbecoming	 ﾠ
aware	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpossibilities	 ﾠof	 ﾠnew	 ﾠtechnologies	 ﾠand	 ﾠdimensions,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠmind	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
body	 ﾠlearning	 ﾠhow	 ﾠto	 ﾠbring	 ﾠdream	 ﾠinto	 ﾠconsciousness,	 ﾠhow	 ﾠto	 ﾠfly…	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ*	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Excursus:	 ﾠA	 ﾠnote	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠpoets	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Jack	 ﾠKerouac’s	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠOn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRoad	 ﾠand	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠS.	 ﾠBurroughs’	 ﾠNaked	 ﾠLunch,	 ﾠ
together	 ﾠwith	 ﾠAllen	 ﾠGinsberg’s	 ﾠpoem	 ﾠHowl,	 ﾠare	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprimary	 ﾠclassics	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBeats—	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠsocial	 ﾠand	 ﾠartistic	 ﾠrebels	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1950’s	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠrevolutionary	 ﾠinnovations	 ﾠwere	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
lay	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfoundation	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCounterculture	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1960’s	 ﾠin	 ﾠAmerica	 ﾠand	 ﾠmaybe	 ﾠ
around	 ﾠthe	 ﾠworld.	 ﾠOne	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠformative	 ﾠevents	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
murder	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1944	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠmember	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnucleus	 ﾠof	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠgroup,	 ﾠDavid	 ﾠKammerer,	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
another,	 ﾠLucien	 ﾠCarr,	 ﾠin	 ﾠRiverside	 ﾠPark	 ﾠnear	 ﾠthe	 ﾠColumbia	 ﾠcampus	 ﾠin	 ﾠupper	 ﾠ
Manhattan.119	 ﾠCarr	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠhandsome,	 ﾠpale,	 ﾠdelicate-ﾭ‐featured	 ﾠboy	 ﾠof	 ﾠnineteen;	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
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 ﾠThe	 ﾠNarek	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠname	 ﾠgiven	 ﾠby	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMatean	 ﾠołbergut‘ean	 ﾠ(“Book	 ﾠof	 ﾠLamentation”),	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
cycle	 ﾠof	 ﾠ95	 ﾠmystical	 ﾠprayers	 ﾠby	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠGrigor	 ﾠNarekac‘i,	 ﾠ10th	 ﾠcentury.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠCh.	 ﾠ12	 ﾠsee	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠRussell,	 ﾠ“Grace	 ﾠ
from	 ﾠVan,”	 ﾠJournal	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠSociety	 ﾠfor	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠStudies	 ﾠVol.	 ﾠ7,	 ﾠ1997,	 ﾠesp.	 ﾠp.	 ﾠ42.	 ﾠOn	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcredo,	 ﾠsee	 ﾠJ.R.	 ﾠ
Russell,	 ﾠ“The	 ﾠCredal	 ﾠPoem	 ﾠHawatov	 ﾠxostovanim	 ﾠ(“I	 ﾠconfess	 ﾠin	 ﾠfaith”)	 ﾠof	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠNerses	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGraceful,”	 ﾠin	 ﾠJ.J.	 ﾠ
van	 ﾠGinkel	 ﾠet	 ﾠal.,	 ﾠeds.,	 ﾠRedefining	 ﾠChristian	 ﾠIdentity:	 ﾠCultural	 ﾠInteraction	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMiddle	 ﾠEast	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
Rise	 ﾠof	 ﾠIslam,	 ﾠOrientalia	 ﾠLovanensia	 ﾠAnalecta	 ﾠ134,	 ﾠLeuven,	 ﾠ2005,	 ﾠpp.	 ﾠ185-ﾭ‐236.	 ﾠ
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 ﾠThis	 ﾠevent	 ﾠis	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmagnificent	 ﾠand	 ﾠintensely	 ﾠmoving	 ﾠfilm	 ﾠ“Kill	 ﾠYour	 ﾠDarlings”	 ﾠ(2013),	 ﾠ
directed	 ﾠby	 ﾠJohn	 ﾠKrokidas.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠfictionalized	 ﾠstory	 ﾠin	 ﾠcolor,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠperiod	 ﾠmusic	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1940s,	 ﾠends	 ﾠ
contrastively	 ﾠwith	 ﾠiconic	 ﾠstill	 ﾠphotographs	 ﾠin	 ﾠblack	 ﾠand	 ﾠwhite	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠactual	 ﾠBeats	 ﾠthemselves—	 ﾠ
Burroughs	 ﾠin	 ﾠtrench	 ﾠcoat	 ﾠand	 ﾠhat,	 ﾠGinsberg	 ﾠin	 ﾠVaranasi—	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpoignant	 ﾠpunk	 ﾠanthem	 ﾠ“Don’t	 ﾠLook	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 71	 ﾠ
Kammerer,	 ﾠan	 ﾠolder	 ﾠgay	 ﾠman	 ﾠand	 ﾠchildhood	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠof	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠfor	 ﾠseveral	 ﾠ
years	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠa	 ﾠmentor	 ﾠand	 ﾠlover	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠyouth.	 ﾠBoth	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠand	 ﾠKerouac	 ﾠwere	 ﾠ
arrested	 ﾠas	 ﾠaccessories	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrime	 ﾠsince	 ﾠthey	 ﾠhad	 ﾠfailed	 ﾠto	 ﾠturn	 ﾠin	 ﾠCarr	 ﾠafter	 ﾠhe	 ﾠtold	 ﾠ
them	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmurder;	 ﾠbut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠwere	 ﾠquickly	 ﾠlet	 ﾠoff.	 ﾠAlthough	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠwas	 ﾠgay;	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠKerouac,	 ﾠbisexual—	 ﾠboth	 ﾠthought	 ﾠit	 ﾠbest	 ﾠto	 ﾠtry	 ﾠto	 ﾠsave	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠfriend	 ﾠCarr	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
hot	 ﾠseat	 ﾠby	 ﾠletting	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠbe	 ﾠpresented	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠtypical	 ﾠcase	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠyoung	 ﾠstraight	 ﾠman	 ﾠ
defending	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠagainst	 ﾠthe	 ﾠadvances	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠpredatory	 ﾠolder	 ﾠhomosexual.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠIvy	 ﾠ
League	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠmade	 ﾠheadlines	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠwhile,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠarchetypal	 ﾠhomophobic	 ﾠset	 ﾠ
piece	 ﾠwas	 ﾠjust	 ﾠright	 ﾠfor	 ﾠa	 ﾠpublic	 ﾠthat	 ﾠliked	 ﾠits	 ﾠscandals	 ﾠserved	 ﾠup	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠmoralizing	 ﾠ
sauce.	 ﾠWe	 ﾠwere	 ﾠto	 ﾠlive	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthis	 ﾠtill	 ﾠthe	 ﾠStonewall	 ﾠriot	 ﾠof	 ﾠ1969,	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgays	 ﾠfinally	 ﾠ
understood	 ﾠthat	 ﾠfreedom	 ﾠis	 ﾠsomething	 ﾠyou	 ﾠhave	 ﾠto	 ﾠfight	 ﾠfor	 ﾠand	 ﾠtake.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠnever	 ﾠ
given.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠeven	 ﾠrevolutionary	 ﾠgays	 ﾠoften	 ﾠinternalized	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstereotypes	 ﾠand	 ﾠprejudices	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠan	 ﾠoppressive	 ﾠsystem.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠone	 ﾠwonders	 ﾠwhether	 ﾠBurroughs’	 ﾠassent	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcover	 ﾠ
story	 ﾠof	 ﾠinnocent	 ﾠyouth	 ﾠvs.	 ﾠolder	 ﾠgay	 ﾠpursuer	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnot	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠtactic	 ﾠbut	 ﾠalso	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
symptom	 ﾠof	 ﾠself-ﾭ‐hatred:	 ﾠBurroughs,	 ﾠtoo,	 ﾠhad	 ﾠa	 ﾠtaste	 ﾠfor	 ﾠadolescent	 ﾠboys	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhe	 ﾠ
indulged	 ﾠoften	 ﾠfor	 ﾠmost	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠlife.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠdissect	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtheme	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠ
ruthless	 ﾠclarity	 ﾠhe	 ﾠapplied	 ﾠto	 ﾠjunkies	 ﾠand	 ﾠaddiction:	 ﾠhis	 ﾠearly	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠQueer,	 ﾠwhich	 ﾠ
Burroughs	 ﾠpublished	 ﾠonly	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1986,	 ﾠdeals	 ﾠwith	 ﾠan	 ﾠolder	 ﾠgay	 ﾠman—	 ﾠBurroughs’	 ﾠown	 ﾠ
persona—	 ﾠconsumed	 ﾠby	 ﾠself-ﾭ‐loathing	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠhumiliating	 ﾠdesire	 ﾠfor	 ﾠan	 ﾠindifferent,	 ﾠ
younger	 ﾠman.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis,	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠway,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsame	 ﾠpassion	 ﾠplay,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠas	 ﾠKammerer,	 ﾠ
though	 ﾠthere	 ﾠis	 ﾠno	 ﾠmurder.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ In	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend,	 ﾠCarr	 ﾠdidn’t	 ﾠbeat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrap	 ﾠand	 ﾠdid	 ﾠsome	 ﾠhard	 ﾠtime,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠhe	 ﾠdidn’t	 ﾠget	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠchair	 ﾠeither,	 ﾠand	 ﾠwent	 ﾠon	 ﾠto	 ﾠa	 ﾠsuccessful	 ﾠcareer	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠeditor	 ﾠin	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork.	 ﾠ
His	 ﾠson	 ﾠCaleb	 ﾠCarr	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠwell-ﾭ‐known	 ﾠnovelist.	 ﾠLucien	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠother	 ﾠprincipal	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠ
characters	 ﾠlived	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠend	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ20th	 ﾠcentury	 ﾠor	 ﾠbeyond.	 ﾠSo	 ﾠeven	 ﾠthough	 ﾠKerouac	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠcollaborated	 ﾠon	 ﾠthis	 ﾠroman	 ﾠà	 ﾠclef	 ﾠabout	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmurder,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠlives	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Greenwich	 ﾠVillage	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠearly	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠcircle	 ﾠ—	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠvery	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠnovel,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtitle	 ﾠ
comes	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠan	 ﾠabsurd-ﾭ‐sounding	 ﾠphrase	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠsensational	 ﾠradio	 ﾠstory—	 ﾠpublication	 ﾠ
had	 ﾠto	 ﾠwait	 ﾠtill	 ﾠeverybody	 ﾠconcerned	 ﾠwas	 ﾠdead.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠbook	 ﾠappeared	 ﾠin	 ﾠ2008,120	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
it’s	 ﾠa	 ﾠgood	 ﾠone,	 ﾠwritten	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgritty,	 ﾠhard-ﾭ‐bitten,	 ﾠblack-ﾭ‐and-ﾭ‐white	 ﾠstyle	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
conventional	 ﾠwartime	 ﾠrealism,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠwith	 ﾠlots	 ﾠof	 ﾠtasty	 ﾠhints	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠ
transformations	 ﾠto	 ﾠcome.	 ﾠAn	 ﾠexcellent	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠand	 ﾠtextual	 ﾠessay	 ﾠby	 ﾠJames	 ﾠ
Grauerholz,	 ﾠBurroughs’	 ﾠlife	 ﾠpartner	 ﾠand	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠexecutor,	 ﾠis	 ﾠappended	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
volume.	 ﾠI	 ﾠseek	 ﾠhere	 ﾠto	 ﾠilluminate	 ﾠa	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠbut	 ﾠsignificant	 ﾠdetail	 ﾠGrauerholz	 ﾠfailed	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
address	 ﾠor	 ﾠexplain	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠindispensable	 ﾠafterword.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ All	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcharacters	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdrama,	 ﾠnaturally,	 ﾠare	 ﾠthinly	 ﾠconcealed	 ﾠby	 ﾠfictional	 ﾠ
names:	 ﾠLucien	 ﾠCarr,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠkiller,	 ﾠis	 ﾠcalled	 ﾠPhillip	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠand	 ﾠis	 ﾠvariously	 ﾠdescribed	 ﾠby	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠauthors	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠTurk,	 ﾠor	 ﾠas	 ﾠhaving	 ﾠGreek	 ﾠrelatives,	 ﾠor	 ﾠas	 ﾠhailing	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠIstanbul.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	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 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
Back	 ﾠInto	 ﾠThe	 ﾠSun”	 ﾠby	 ﾠPeter	 ﾠDoherty	 ﾠand	 ﾠThe	 ﾠLibertines.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠnew	 ﾠsong	 ﾠin	 ﾠjuxtaposition	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
pictures	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠan	 ﾠalready	 ﾠdistant	 ﾠpast	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠaffirmation	 ﾠthat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠchain	 ﾠof	 ﾠrebel	 ﾠartists	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
visionaries	 ﾠlives	 ﾠon.	 ﾠ
120Jack	 ﾠKerouac	 ﾠand	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠS.	 ﾠBurroughs,	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthe	 ﾠHippos	 ﾠWere	 ﾠBoiled	 ﾠin	 ﾠTheir	 ﾠTanks,	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork:	 ﾠ
Grove	 ﾠPress,	 ﾠ2008.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 72	 ﾠ
character	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠis	 ﾠseventeen	 ﾠ(Carr	 ﾠwas	 ﾠnineteen	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmurder)	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠis	 ﾠswarthy	 ﾠand	 ﾠhandsome	 ﾠ(Carr	 ﾠwas	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠwell-ﾭ‐to-ﾭ‐do	 ﾠAnglo	 ﾠfamily	 ﾠand	 ﾠwas	 ﾠ
blond	 ﾠand	 ﾠblue-ﾭ‐eyed).	 ﾠFor	 ﾠwhatever	 ﾠreason,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfictional	 ﾠcharacter	 ﾠhas	 ﾠa	 ﾠvery	 ﾠ
different	 ﾠbackground	 ﾠand	 ﾠappearance	 ﾠthan	 ﾠthe	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠCarr,	 ﾠso	 ﾠthe	 ﾠchoice	 ﾠhad	 ﾠto	 ﾠ
be	 ﾠintentional.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠalso	 ﾠlikely	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtwo	 ﾠauthors	 ﾠknew	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠwas	 ﾠan	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
surname	 ﾠ(Turkish	 ﾠand	 ﾠGreek	 ﾠsurnames	 ﾠdo	 ﾠnot	 ﾠend	 ﾠin	 ﾠ–yan,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠIranian	 ﾠones	 ﾠ
can).	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠSaroyan,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠwriter	 ﾠcited	 ﾠelsewhere	 ﾠin	 ﾠthis	 ﾠstudy,	 ﾠ
is	 ﾠmentioned	 ﾠin	 ﾠpassing,	 ﾠthough	 ﾠwithout	 ﾠreference	 ﾠto	 ﾠhis	 ﾠancestry.	 ﾠAt	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠ
Saroyan	 ﾠwas	 ﾠstill	 ﾠwidely	 ﾠknown	 ﾠas	 ﾠa	 ﾠvery	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠwriter,	 ﾠof	 ﾠcourse.	 ﾠ(No	 ﾠ
longer:	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠinformal	 ﾠrecent	 ﾠpoll,	 ﾠnone	 ﾠof	 ﾠmy	 ﾠstudents	 ﾠat	 ﾠHarvard	 ﾠhad	 ﾠever	 ﾠheard	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
or	 ﾠread	 ﾠhis	 ﾠbook	 ﾠMy	 ﾠName	 ﾠIs	 ﾠAram.)	 ﾠThe	 ﾠname	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠis	 ﾠan	 ﾠobscure	 ﾠone	 ﾠoutside	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
American-ﾭ‐Armenian	 ﾠcommunity.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ It	 ﾠwas,	 ﾠas	 ﾠits	 ﾠuse	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠsuggests,	 ﾠnot	 ﾠyet	 ﾠan	 ﾠobscure	 ﾠname	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgeneral	 ﾠ
public	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ1940s,	 ﾠthough.	 ﾠOnly	 ﾠa	 ﾠdecade	 ﾠearlier,	 ﾠon	 ﾠSunday,	 ﾠ25th	 ﾠDecember	 ﾠ1933,	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠPrimate	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠChurch	 ﾠof	 ﾠNorth	 ﾠAmerica,	 ﾠArchbishop	 ﾠLeon	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠ
(Łewond	 ﾠDurean),	 ﾠa	 ﾠnative	 ﾠof	 ﾠConstantinople,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠmurdered	 ﾠas	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠcelebrating	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠDivine	 ﾠLiturgy	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠHoly	 ﾠCross	 ﾠChurch	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenia	 ﾠon	 ﾠWest	 ﾠ187th	 ﾠStreet	 ﾠand	 ﾠSt.	 ﾠ
Nicholas	 ﾠAvenue,	 ﾠjust	 ﾠthree	 ﾠmiles	 ﾠnorth	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠColumbia	 ﾠcampus.	 ﾠSeveral	 ﾠtop	 ﾠofficials	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork	 ﾠbranch	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠRevolutionary	 ﾠFederation	 ﾠ(Arm.	 ﾠHay	 ﾠ
yełap‘oxakan	 ﾠdašnakc‘ut‘iwn—	 ﾠKara	 ﾠDarviš	 ﾠnumbers	 ﾠhimself	 ﾠamong	 ﾠthe	 ﾠDashnaks	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
one	 ﾠpoem)	 ﾠwere	 ﾠapprehended	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠscene	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcrime,	 ﾠtried,	 ﾠand	 ﾠconvicted	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
premeditated	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠdegree.	 ﾠ(All	 ﾠescaped	 ﾠthe	 ﾠdeath	 ﾠsentence.)	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
crime	 ﾠwas	 ﾠfront-ﾭ‐page	 ﾠnews	 ﾠfor	 ﾠweeks	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcity;	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtrial	 ﾠwas	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmore	 ﾠ
sensational	 ﾠcourtroom	 ﾠevents	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠGreat	 ﾠDepression.	 ﾠNo	 ﾠspecious	 ﾠmoralizing	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠneeded	 ﾠto	 ﾠspice	 ﾠup	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstory:	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠwas	 ﾠstabbed	 ﾠthrough	 ﾠhis	 ﾠgilded	 ﾠ
vestments,	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠnave	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠhouse	 ﾠof	 ﾠGod,	 ﾠwith	 ﾠa	 ﾠlong	 ﾠkitchen	 ﾠknife.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠtall,	 ﾠ
imposing	 ﾠman,	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠheavy	 ﾠmetal	 ﾠcrozier	 ﾠbuckled	 ﾠas	 ﾠhe	 ﾠfell	 ﾠupon	 ﾠit.	 ﾠThere	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
sickening	 ﾠirony	 ﾠto	 ﾠthis	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠby	 ﾠfellow	 ﾠArmenians:	 ﾠwhen	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1922	 ﾠMustafa	 ﾠKemal	 ﾠ
Atatürk’s	 ﾠarmy	 ﾠburnt	 ﾠdown	 ﾠthe	 ﾠport	 ﾠcity	 ﾠof	 ﾠSmyrna	 ﾠ(present-ﾭ‐day	 ﾠIzmir)	 ﾠand	 ﾠdrove	 ﾠ
its	 ﾠChristian	 ﾠmajority	 ﾠpopulation	 ﾠinto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsea,	 ﾠliterally,	 ﾠBishop	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠone	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsurvivors	 ﾠpicked	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwater.	 ﾠHe	 ﾠcould	 ﾠscarcely	 ﾠhave	 ﾠcome	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠa	 ﾠmore	 ﾠ
illustrious	 ﾠor	 ﾠpatriotic	 ﾠfamily:	 ﾠjust	 ﾠa	 ﾠfew	 ﾠyears	 ﾠbefore	 ﾠhis	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠhis	 ﾠcousin	 ﾠYeghishe	 ﾠ
(Ełišē)	 ﾠTourian,	 ﾠan	 ﾠeminent	 ﾠscholar	 ﾠwho	 ﾠhad	 ﾠserved	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠabbot	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmash	 ﾠ
monastery,	 ﾠand	 ﾠthen	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠelected	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠPatriarch	 ﾠof	 ﾠJerusalem,	 ﾠpassed	 ﾠaway	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠHoly	 ﾠLand.	 ﾠWhen	 ﾠYeghishe,	 ﾠborn	 ﾠMihran,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠa	 ﾠboy,	 ﾠhe	 ﾠwitnessed	 ﾠthe	 ﾠslow,	 ﾠ
agonizing	 ﾠdeath	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠconsumption	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠown	 ﾠelder	 ﾠbrother,	 ﾠBedros	 ﾠ(Petros).	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ Bedros	 ﾠTourian,	 ﾠwho	 ﾠdied	 ﾠat	 ﾠConstantinople	 ﾠat	 ﾠtwenty-ﾭ‐one,	 ﾠearly	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1872,	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠan	 ﾠinspired,	 ﾠgrief-ﾭ‐stricken	 ﾠromantic:	 ﾠwith	 ﾠhis	 ﾠsmall	 ﾠcorpus	 ﾠof	 ﾠbrilliant	 ﾠlyric	 ﾠ
poems	 ﾠit	 ﾠis	 ﾠfair	 ﾠto	 ﾠsay	 ﾠhe	 ﾠcreated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠstandard	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠliterary	 ﾠidiom	 ﾠof	 ﾠWestern	 ﾠ
Armenian.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠin	 ﾠhis	 ﾠuse	 ﾠof	 ﾠstartling	 ﾠimages	 ﾠlike	 ﾠ“black	 ﾠmilk”	 ﾠhe	 ﾠboth	 ﾠparalleled	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
linguistic	 ﾠexperiments	 ﾠof	 ﾠhis	 ﾠFrench	 ﾠcontemporary,	 ﾠArthur	 ﾠRimbaud,	 ﾠwhom	 ﾠI	 ﾠhave	 ﾠ
cited	 ﾠas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠprogenitor	 ﾠof	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠpoetry	 ﾠand	 ﾠof	 ﾠFuturism;	 ﾠand	 ﾠanticipated	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ20th-ﾭ‐
century	 ﾠGerman-ﾭ‐language	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠPaul	 ﾠCelan,	 ﾠwhose	 ﾠmost	 ﾠfamous	 ﾠpoem,	 ﾠ“Death	 ﾠ
Fugue”,	 ﾠuses	 ﾠthe	 ﾠimage	 ﾠof	 ﾠblack	 ﾠmilk	 ﾠto	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠeffect	 ﾠin	 ﾠevoking	 ﾠthe	 ﾠanti-ﾭ‐life	 ﾠof	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 73	 ﾠ
imprisonment	 ﾠand	 ﾠextermination	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠNazi	 ﾠconcentration	 ﾠcamp.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠmost	 ﾠunlikely	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠfathers	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠever	 ﾠheard	 ﾠof	 ﾠBedros	 ﾠor	 ﾠYeghishe,	 ﾠbut	 ﾠit	 ﾠwould	 ﾠ
have	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠhard	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthem	 ﾠnot	 ﾠto	 ﾠknow	 ﾠabout	 ﾠLeon	 ﾠTourian.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠsurely	 ﾠthe	 ﾠonly	 ﾠ
reason	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠemployment	 ﾠof	 ﾠthat	 ﾠobscure	 ﾠname	 ﾠin	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠvery	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠ
been	 ﾠthe	 ﾠrecent	 ﾠand	 ﾠnotorious	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArchbishop	 ﾠin	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYork.	 ﾠIt	 ﾠis	 ﾠa	 ﾠ
reference	 ﾠthat	 ﾠwould	 ﾠhave	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠimmediately	 ﾠunderstood	 ﾠby	 ﾠmany	 ﾠAmericans—	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
more	 ﾠNew	 ﾠYorkers—	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1945.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠnow	 ﾠthat	 ﾠnearly	 ﾠa	 ﾠlifetime	 ﾠhas	 ﾠpassed,	 ﾠonly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
eyebrows	 ﾠof	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠreaders	 ﾠwill	 ﾠtravel	 ﾠupwards.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthem,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeffects	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
murder	 ﾠendure.	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠcircumstances	 ﾠof	 ﾠTourian’s	 ﾠassassination	 ﾠare	 ﾠcomplex.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ1917,	 ﾠfollowing	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠRevolution	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcollapse	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠTsarist	 ﾠrégime,	 ﾠLenin	 ﾠwithdrew	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
country	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwar	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussian	 ﾠarmy	 ﾠdecamped	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCaucasian	 ﾠfront.	 ﾠ
Ottoman	 ﾠTurkey	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbegun	 ﾠsystematically	 ﾠto	 ﾠexterminate	 ﾠits	 ﾠcivilian	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠ
population	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1915,	 ﾠand	 ﾠrefugees	 ﾠwere	 ﾠfleeing	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠretreating	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠVan	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠelsewhere	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠeast.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠDashnaks	 ﾠestablished	 ﾠan	 ﾠindependent	 ﾠrepublic	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
Transcaucasian	 ﾠArmenia—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcountry	 ﾠthat	 ﾠhad	 ﾠbeen	 ﾠsince	 ﾠ1828	 ﾠunder	 ﾠ
Russian	 ﾠcontrol—	 ﾠand	 ﾠfought	 ﾠback	 ﾠTurkish	 ﾠand	 ﾠAzeri	 ﾠinvading	 ﾠarmies.	 ﾠBut	 ﾠthey	 ﾠlost	 ﾠ
power	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCommunists	 ﾠin	 ﾠ1920	 ﾠin	 ﾠa	 ﾠcoup	 ﾠand	 ﾠwere	 ﾠdriven	 ﾠinto	 ﾠexile	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠMiddle	 ﾠ
East	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠU.S.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠsacred	 ﾠcity	 ﾠof	 ﾠEchmiadzin,	 ﾠseat	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠChurch	 ﾠsince	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠfourth	 ﾠcentury,	 ﾠwas	 ﾠto	 ﾠremain	 ﾠin	 ﾠSoviet	 ﾠhands	 ﾠthereafter,	 ﾠuntil	 ﾠ1991.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ1922,	 ﾠas	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠmentioned	 ﾠearlier,	 ﾠAtatürk’s	 ﾠarmy	 ﾠdestroyed	 ﾠSmyrna	 ﾠon	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAegean	 ﾠcoast,	 ﾠ
where	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠhad	 ﾠserved	 ﾠas	 ﾠbishop.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
Arriving	 ﾠat	 ﾠhis	 ﾠnew	 ﾠpost	 ﾠin	 ﾠAmerica,	 ﾠArchbishop	 ﾠTourian,	 ﾠeither	 ﾠout	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
personal	 ﾠconviction	 ﾠor	 ﾠin	 ﾠan	 ﾠeffort	 ﾠto	 ﾠplacate	 ﾠthe	 ﾠRussians	 ﾠand	 ﾠthereby	 ﾠprotect	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
Church	 ﾠfrom	 ﾠreprisal,	 ﾠrefused	 ﾠat	 ﾠseveral	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠcommunity	 ﾠfunctions	 ﾠ
to	 ﾠallow	 ﾠthe	 ﾠDashnaks’	 ﾠtricolor	 ﾠflag—	 ﾠthe	 ﾠflag	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpre-ﾭ‐Soviet	 ﾠ(and,	 ﾠnow,	 ﾠpost-ﾭ‐
Soviet)	 ﾠrepublic—	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠdisplayed,	 ﾠallowing	 ﾠonly	 ﾠthe	 ﾠStars	 ﾠand	 ﾠStripes.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠparty’s	 ﾠ
members	 ﾠwere	 ﾠincensed	 ﾠby	 ﾠthis	 ﾠoffense	 ﾠand	 ﾠbranded	 ﾠhim	 ﾠa	 ﾠtraitor;	 ﾠand	 ﾠhis	 ﾠ
subsequent	 ﾠmurder	 ﾠsplit	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAmerican	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcommunity	 ﾠdown	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmiddle.	 ﾠ
Many	 ﾠremained	 ﾠloyal	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠCatholicos,	 ﾠor	 ﾠsupreme	 ﾠpatriarch,	 ﾠat	 ﾠSoviet-ﾭ‐controlled	 ﾠ
Echmiadzin;	 ﾠothers	 ﾠbroke	 ﾠaway	 ﾠand	 ﾠeventually	 ﾠcame	 ﾠto	 ﾠassociate	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠparishes	 ﾠwith	 ﾠ
a	 ﾠrival,	 ﾠDashnak-ﾭ‐dominated	 ﾠCatholicossate	 ﾠestablished	 ﾠat	 ﾠAntelias,	 ﾠnear	 ﾠBeirut,	 ﾠ
Lebanon.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠEnglish-ﾭ‐language	 ﾠUS	 ﾠDashnak	 ﾠpress	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfirst	 ﾠdecade	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ21st	 ﾠ
century	 ﾠran	 ﾠa	 ﾠseries	 ﾠof	 ﾠportraits	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvarious	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠparishes	 ﾠin	 ﾠAmerica:	 ﾠthe	 ﾠ
article	 ﾠon	 ﾠManhattan’s	 ﾠHoly	 ﾠCross	 ﾠChurch	 ﾠfaithfully	 ﾠmentioned	 ﾠevery	 ﾠdetail	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠ
history	 ﾠexcept	 ﾠthe	 ﾠonly	 ﾠone	 ﾠof	 ﾠany	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠimportance—	 ﾠTourian’s	 ﾠmurder.	 ﾠ
Though	 ﾠthe	 ﾠsubject	 ﾠstill	 ﾠseems	 ﾠtoo	 ﾠdelicate	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠparty	 ﾠto	 ﾠaddress	 ﾠwith	 ﾠcandor,	 ﾠ
Terry	 ﾠPhillips’	 ﾠbook	 ﾠMurder	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠAltar	 ﾠprovides	 ﾠthe	 ﾠa	 ﾠdetailed,	 ﾠif	 ﾠat	 ﾠtimes	 ﾠ
speculative	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠaccount	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠcase	 ﾠto	 ﾠdate,	 ﾠalbeit	 ﾠin	 ﾠsemi-ﾭ‐fictionalized	 ﾠ
form.	 ﾠ	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ
	 ﾠ The	 ﾠresurrected	 ﾠproto-ﾭ‐Beat	 ﾠnovel	 ﾠturns	 ﾠout	 ﾠto	 ﾠbe	 ﾠanother,	 ﾠsurprising,	 ﾠ
corrective	 ﾠto	 ﾠhistorical	 ﾠamnesia.	 ﾠFor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠvery	 ﾠname	 ﾠTourian	 ﾠevidently	 ﾠsummoned	 ﾠ
such	 ﾠvisceral	 ﾠimaginative	 ﾠforce	 ﾠthat	 ﾠinvoking	 ﾠit	 ﾠwas	 ﾠenough	 ﾠto	 ﾠconvey	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtragedy	 ﾠ	 ﾠ 74	 ﾠ
and	 ﾠhorror	 ﾠof	 ﾠbloodshed	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠderangement	 ﾠof	 ﾠits	 ﾠaftermath.	 ﾠAnd	 ﾠthat	 ﾠexperience	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠdislocation	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠitself	 ﾠa	 ﾠstrong	 ﾠfactor	 ﾠpropelling	 ﾠboth	 ﾠWilliam	 ﾠS.	 ﾠBurroughs	 ﾠand	 ﾠ
Jack	 ﾠKerouac	 ﾠtowards	 ﾠtheir	 ﾠmature	 ﾠstyle,	 ﾠto	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwriting	 ﾠthat	 ﾠjumpstarted	 ﾠthe	 ﾠgreat	 ﾠ
Counterculture.	 ﾠThe	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠand	 ﾠscholar	 ﾠPeter	 ﾠBalakian	 ﾠcame	 ﾠto	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠactivism	 ﾠin	 ﾠ
the	 ﾠwake	 ﾠof	 ﾠyouthful	 ﾠencounters	 ﾠwith	 ﾠthe	 ﾠBeat	 ﾠpoet	 ﾠAllen	 ﾠGinsberg;	 ﾠand	 ﾠin	 ﾠThe	 ﾠ
Burning	 ﾠTigris	 ﾠhe	 ﾠhas	 ﾠargued	 ﾠthat	 ﾠorganized	 ﾠsupport	 ﾠfor	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠat	 ﾠthe	 ﾠtime	 ﾠ
of	 ﾠthe	 ﾠGenocide	 ﾠwas	 ﾠthe	 ﾠbeginning	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠmodern	 ﾠmovement	 ﾠfor	 ﾠhuman	 ﾠrights.	 ﾠIn	 ﾠ
that	 ﾠsense,	 ﾠthe	 ﾠfate	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenians	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠresponse	 ﾠof	 ﾠpeople	 ﾠof	 ﾠconscience	 ﾠto	 ﾠit	 ﾠ
was	 ﾠpart	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠpolitical	 ﾠpatrimony	 ﾠof	 ﾠthe	 ﾠwider	 ﾠcounterculture.	 ﾠI	 ﾠbecame	 ﾠaware	 ﾠof	 ﾠ
Armenian	 ﾠculture	 ﾠand	 ﾠthe	 ﾠArmenian	 ﾠcause	 ﾠin	 ﾠthe	 ﾠcontext	 ﾠof	 ﾠa	 ﾠyouthful	 ﾠinvolvement	 ﾠ
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